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PREFACE. 



When the publication of the ** Poetical Souvenir " was 
first entertained, it was intended only to collect the 
favourite productions of living Pq^tg, from their pub- 
lished works ; but impediments afising-Yrom Publishers 
withholding permission to reprint, tha< Editors were 
induced to seek materials from otlier sources. So 
generous a response has been made to their application, 
that it was found impossible to present, in a single 
volume of suitable size, all the valuable compositions 
submitted for consideration. 

The idea was then suggested of establishing a Poetical 
Annual, open to all whose writings should be deemed 
acceptable; and this intention was confirmed by re- 
peated promises of assistance fix)m many valuable and 
highly-esteemed contributors. It is believed, that there 
will be found so many original Poems in this volume, 
of such real beauty and intrinsic merit, that whilst an 
apology for its appearance would be an injustice, it will 
sufficiently prove there are many among us possessing 
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the God-given talent requisite for instracting and con- 
tributing to the happiness of others, whose flowers of 
song, but for such a publication, would be 

** bom to blush niifleen, 
And waste th«ir sweetness on the desert air." 



Believing, therefore, this Annual will become a wel- 
•x)me guest in many a household, and contribute in 
some degree to that "Peace on earth and good-will 
towards men " which it is the mission and aim of the 
Poet to promote, this first volume is presented, with 
the Editors' grateful thanks, to all whose encourage- 
ments have stimuliBited them, and to whose exertions and 
assistance thej are so greatly indebted. 

London, December 1859. 
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INTRODUCTORY. 

The following beautiful verses from the pen of Professor Long- 
fellow being peculiarly apropos, are selected as introductory to 
the valuable original compositions which enrich the pages of this 
volume. Professor Longfellow is deservedly one of the most 
appreciated of modem minstreC 

Come read to me some poem, 

Some simple and heartfelt lay, 
That shall soothe this restless feeling. 

And banish the thoughts of day. 

Kot from the grand old masters, 

Not from the bards sublime. 
Whose distant footsteps echo 

Through the corridors of time. 

For like strains of martial music. 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 
' Life's endless toil and endeavour. 
And to-night I long for rest. 

Read from some humbler poet, 

Whose songs gushed from his heart, 
As showers from the clouds of summer, 
/ f^ tears from the eyehds start ; 
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Who, through long days of labour, 

And nights devoid of ease, 
Still heard in his soul the music 

Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care, 
And come like the benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the treasured volume 

The poem of thy choice. 
And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with music. 
And the cares that infest the day. 

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
'And as silently st^l away. 
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CHARLES SWAIN. 



The following beautiful Ijrrics are contributed by Mr. Charles 
Swain, a genuine English poet, many of whose poems have de- 
servedly become household favourites. He is, we believe, a 
native of Manchester, and for his genius has been rewarded with 
a pension from Government. 
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THE OLD COTTAGE CLOCK. 

Oh ! the old, old clock, of the household stock 

Was the brightest thing and neatest ; 
Its hands, though old, had a touch of gold, 

And its chime rang still the sweetest. 
'Twas a monitor, too, though its words were few. 

Yet they lived, though nations alter'd ; 
And its voice, still strong, wam*d old and young, 

When the voice of friendship falter'd I 
Tick, tick, it said, — quick, quick, to bed, — 

For ten I've given warning ; 
Up, up, and go, or else, you know, 

You'll never rise soon in the morning I 

A friendly voice was that old, old clock. 

As it stood in the comer smiling. 
And bless'd the time with a merry chime, 

The wintry hours beguiling ; 
But a cross old voice was that tiresome clock. 

As it call'd at daybreak boldly. 
When the dawn look'd grey o'er the misty way, 

And the early air blew coldly ; 
Tick, tick, it said, — quick, out of bed, 

For five I've given warning ; 
You'll never have health, you'll never get wealth. 

Unless you're up soon in the morning. 

Still hourly the sound goes round and round. 

With a tone that ceases never ; 
While tears are shed for the bright days fied. 

And the old friends lost for ever I 
Its heart beats on,— though hearts are gone 

That warmer beat and younger ; 
Its hands still move, — though hands we love 

Are clasped on earth no longer I 
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Tick, — tick, it said, — to the churchyard bed, 
The Grave hath given warning, — 

Up, up, and rise, and look to the skies, 
And prepare for a Heavenly morning I 



THE HUSBAND'S SONG. 

Rainy and rough sets the day, — 

There's a heart beating for somebody ; 
I must be up and away, — 

Somebody's anxious for somebody. 
Thrice hath she been to the gate, — 

Thrice hath she listened for somebody ; 
'Midst the night, stormy and late, 

Somebody's waiting for somebody. 

There'll be a comforting fire,— 

There'll be a welcome for somebody ; 
One, in her neatest attire. 

Will look to the table for somebody. 
Though the star's fled from the west. 

There is a star yet for somebody. 
Lighting the home he loves best, — 

Warming the bosom of somebody. 

There'll be a coat o'er the chair. 

There will be slippers for somebody ; 
There'll be a wife's tender care, — 

Love's fond embracement for somebody. 
There'll be the little one's charms, — 

Soon 'twill be waken'd for somebody : 
When I have both in my anus, 

Oh ! but how blest will be somebody ! 
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NEAR THEE. 



I WOULD be with thee — ^near thee — ever near thee — 

Watching thee ever, as the angels are — 
Still seeking with my spirit-power to cheer thee, 

And thou to see me, but as some bright star, 
Knowing me not, but yet oft-times perceiving 

That when thou gazest I still brighter grow, 
Beaming and trembling — like some bosom heaving 

With all it knows, yet would not have thee know. 

I would be with thee — fond, yet silent ever, 

Nor break the spell in which my soul is bound : 
Mirror'd within thee as within a river ; 

A flower upon thy breast, and thou the ground ; 
That when I died, and unto death retum'd, 

Our natures never more might parted be ; 
Within thy being all mine own inum'd— 

Life, bloom, and beauty, all absorbed in thee ! 



WHAT IS NOBLE? 

What is noble? — to inherit 

Wealth, estate, and proud degree ?- 
There must be some other merit 

Higher yet than these for me I — 
Something greater &x must enter 

Into life's majestic span, 
Fitted to create and centre 

True nobility in man. 

What is noble ? — 'tis tlie finer 
Portion of our mind and heart, 

Link'd to something still diviner 
Than mere language can impart : 
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Ever prompting— ever seeing 
Some improvement yet to plan ; 

To uplift our fellow-being, 

And, like man, to feel for Man ! 

What is noble ? — is the sabre 

Nobler than the humble spade ? — 
There's a dignity in labour. 

Truer than ere Pomp arrayed I 
He who seeks the Mind's improvement 

Aids the world, in aiding Mind 1 
Every great commanding movement 

Serves not one, but all mankind. 

O'er the Forge's heat and ashes, — 

O'er the Engine's iron head,^ 
Where the rapid shuttle flashes. 

And the spindle whirls its thread : 
There is labour, lowly tending 

E^ requirement of the hour, — 
There is genius, still extending 

Science, and its world of power ! 

'Mid the dust, and speed, and clamour 

Of the loom-shed and the mill ; 
'Midst the clink of wheel and hammer. 

Great results are growing still ! 
Though too oft, by Fashion's creatures. 

Work and workers may be blamed, 
Commerce need not hide its features, — 

Industry is not ashamed ! 

What is noble ? — ^that which places 
Truth in its enfranchised will. 

Leaving steps, — like angel-traces. 
That mankind may follow still I 
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E'en though Scorn's malignant glances 
Prove him poorest of his clan, 

He's the NobU — who advances 
Freedom, and the Cause of Man I 

A FOOT UPON THE STEP. 

A FOOT upon the step. 

And a hand upon the door, 
But I needed courage yet 

To adventure any more ! 
The clouds were rolling fleet. 

And the wind was blowing south : 
'Twas the very hour to meet, — 

But my heart was in my mouth I 

What power, sweet Love, is thine. 

That thus the heart can take, — 
That, like a trembling reed, 

Can make a strong man shake I 
I push'd the door ajar, 

And gently call'd her name ; 
And, like an angel star. 

Her gentle presence came I 

She blamed me, — ^yet her blame 

A smile did ofben show ; 
She said she must be gone, — 

Yet she moved no step to go ! 
She said she loved me well. 

And, — ^after years had flown, — 
We might have, — who could tell? — 

A cottage of our own ! 

So I must toil away. 
My honest heart to prove ; 

But Labour seemeth play 
When we work for &ose we love ! 
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And sometimes I mav smile, 

When I think of days of yore, 
When my heart was in my mouth 

As I listen'd at the door 1 



THE ORPHAN BOY. 

The room is old, — ^the night is cold, — 

But night is dearer ^ than day ; 
For then, in dreams, to hxm it seems, 

That she's returned who's gone away I 
His tears are past, — ^he clasps her fast, — 

Again she holdjs him on her knee ; 
And, — in his sleep, — he murmurs deep, 

^ Oh I Mother, go no more from me I" 

But morning breaks, the child awakes, — 

The Dreamer's happy dream hath fled ; 
The fields look sear, and cold, and drear, — 

Like orphans, mourning Summer dead ! — 
The wild birds spring, on shivering wing. 

Or, cheerless, chirp fW>m tree to tree ; 
And still he cries, with weeping eyes, 

** Oh I Mother dear, come back to me !" 

Can no one tell where angels dwell ? — 

He's call'd them oft till day grew dim ; 
If they were near, — and they could hear, — 

He thinks they'd bring her back to him I — 
" Oh ! angels sweet, conduct my feet," 

He cries, ** where'er her home may be ; 
Oh I lead me on to where she's gone. 

Or bring my Mother back to me 1" 
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THE LAST MEETING. 

So mournfhlly she gaz'd on him 

As if her heart would break ; 
Her silence more upbraided him 

Than all her tongue might speak I 

So mournfully she gaz'd on him, 

Yet answer made she none ; — 
But tears that could not be repress'd, 

Fell slowly, one by one. 

" I hoped," she said, — but what she hoped 

In blushes died away : 
" I thought," she said, — but what she thought 

Her tears might only say ! 

She could do nought but gaze on him, 

For answer she had none ; 
But tears that could not be repress'd, 

Fell slowly, one by one, 

Alas I that life should be so short — 

So shorty and yet so sad : 
Alas ! that we so late are taught 

To prize the time we had ! 

The silent sorrow of that hour 

Will haunt his daily track ; 
And oft hell wish, when lost the power, 

He'd called that weeper back. 



( " ) 



JOHN HAEEIS. 



We have no hesitation in introdaciug the compositions of Mr. 
John Harris, the author of the following strikingly original poems. 
That they are far ahove mediocrity, and well deserving a place in 
the best collection of modem minstrelsy, every impartial reader 
will admit. They appear, for the first time in a collected form, in 
this volume ; several, however, were first published in '* Household 
Words," and other well-known publications. We respond with 
pleasure to the author's request of acknowledgment to Mr. Charles 
Dickens, by whose peimission they have now been reprinted. 
The writer is also desirous of expressing his gratitude to Mr. 
Dickens for encouragement given when it was much needed, and 
for this encouragement to real genius we also feel under obliga- 
tions, if it has in any way promoted the production of such 
chaste and beautiful compositions as the following. 
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ANNIE. 

Strangely to-night, whilst waitiDg by this hill, 

The past has come to me, and I must heed 
Its ghostly presence. Babbling stream, be still. 

Whilst, like a thought that space cannot impede. 
Beyond the hills, further than sight can reach. 

After old memories my spirit flies. 
To seek their foot-prints on the haunted beach 

That skirts a distant river — calm as summer skies. 

A river where the sunbeams love to rest. 

Like glowing visions of a world of bliss, 
Haunting the slumbers of the purest breast ; 

And hues from heaven tinge the dying kiss 
Of the ephemeral ripple on the shore — 

That hallowed shore, which is as fair to-night 
As when I first met Annie. Oh ! no more 

Shall I walk there with thee, thou blessed child of 
light ! 

My Annie was indeed a gentle heart — 

Too true and loving for the world's embrace 
Long to enfold — and so she would depart. 

Leaving me lonely ; to whom her sweet face 
Was like a heaven, where my dreaming mind 

Might watch light clouds and sunbeams flitting by, 
Which were but smiles and sorrows, whilst behind 

Her earnest soul reposed, like the unfathomed sky. 

We met ; that river, crouching at our feet. 

Spread out its worthless spoil of weed and stone ; 
The busy world scarce knew that calm retreat — 

I sought a better world in her alone. 
We met — hke children — hoping not to part ; 

Alas ! she only bloomed on earth an hour ; 
And I was all unworthy, in my heart. 

To be the meanest leaf enfolding such a flower. 
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We traced that winding path, where, like a lyre. 

Scarce stirred by the faint fingers of the breeze, 
Mormared the wood, kindled with silver fire 

By the bright stream, that, shining through the trees, 
Dazzled our sight. Oh ! Annie, can it be 

That, from the sea of time, those predoos hours. 
Like drops, are drawn to heaven, so that we. 

Meeting, may find them hidden in celestial bowers ? 

Feebly might I that gentle converse share, 

For, beside her, I felt my soul was dark, 
Whilst she was like the morning, bright and fair ; 

And, when her voice was hushed, I loved to mark 
Th' unuttered language of that lofty brow, 

Which, as bright messages firom better lands, 
My soul interpreted ; and even now 

My dreams are stretched toward her home, like 
feeble hands. 

I turn to go, whilst my soul, like a bird. 

Would soar, and let some warbled music &11, 
Where, playing, I called *' Annie," and have heard 

Her sweet voice answer. How vain now to call, 
And woo strange echoes with her gentle name. 

Waiting to hear them mock me ! Oh ! for powers 
To grace with thoughts these memories, without shame 

In strewing their dear graves with such unworthy 
flowers ! 

Slowly the sun sets. Evening, like a grief. 

Subdues the lustre of his fiery eye ; 
Like Autumn's yellow glory on the leaf, 

A flush of light is on the fading sky. 
But that chameleon West can never bum 

With the same hues of doud that, as a boy, 
I watched ; and so those days cannot return — 

For time has no more hours with the same tints of 

joy- 
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A LOST ANGEL. 

A FAIR child, with light step and simple look, 

Went gathering cowslips on a sunny day, 
Then, with fall hands, sat by a running brook. 

And flung the scarcely-opened buds away. • 
Blest state ! for though by wars the earth be rent 

Till all eyes weep, she shares no human pain, 
But, sitting, with her wealth of flowers content, 

Heeds not the needless battles or the needless slain. 

Had it pleased Him who overlooks the strife, 

And keeps the world, to take what He had given, 
Had angels gathered then her little life. 

And saved its form and sweet perfume for heaven. 
And left her lying on the cowslip-bank. 

While cowslips wept and bluebells rang her knell. 
And left on her sweet face a dreaiy blank. 

Effacing what was written, — ^had it not been well ? 

For those in whom she hoped by nature's right 

Spumed her, and taught her nothing good to know. 
But brought her to the town, walled out from light, 

Where was no place for such a plant to grow : 
There, weak within, to kindness all unknown. 

With no good hope, and only evil near. 
They ground her to an image like their own, 

And, for her dying soul, no mortal had a tear. 

And so the Hght of her first years went out ; 

And as Spring's beauty, filling every place, 
Yet leaves the world which it bad clung about, 

The sweet expression left the little face : 
Heaven's mark once faded, languid grew the eye. 

Changed the sweet voice, and hushed the laugh of 
mirth. 
Like songs of birds whose season is gone by ; 

And so was lost, ere known, an angel firora the earth. 
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May not this child, whose sad life to its dose 

Had never light or loTe in all the town, 
Have new joath in a kinder land ? Who knows 

Whether a fiiir flower torn and thrown down, 
And crashed bj mde feet in the common tracks 

May be raised up for heaven, and whether yet 
The light of that lost childhood may come back. 

Or if, behind man's sin, the star's for ever set? 



A MARRIAGE LAY. 

Jessie, I cannot hold my thoughts from you. 

On this your marriage-day ; and I rejoice 
With your tme heart, and all who ever knew 

Yoor gentle &ce, or heard yoor toneftd voice : ^ 
Your new life being on this blest day begmi. 

Let careful hands a glowiug wreath prepare. 
Bright with such orange-blossoms as the Sun 

Delights to weave in blushing Evening's cloudy hair. 

But, oh ! forgive the weakness of my heart. 

That waiting lonely on this grassy slope — 
The while I watch day's latest beams depart — 

Those lingering bells ring out the knell of hope. 
Forgive me, that old days, uncalled, tread by. 

When, with a love that dared not speak aloud — 
I loved you, whilst oft gazing on the sky 

We shared one thought about the beauty of one cloud. 

Jessie, my old friend, you will not forget 

Those days we spent together ; even you. 
Sometimes, may dwell on them with vain r^ret, 

When — ^most imworthy vision — to your view, 
I, too, may rise remembered : so, 'tis well ! 

To be forgotten is a dreadful fate. 
Then pardon love that words were weak to tell. 

Which was content on you with little hope to- wait. 
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As faithful Night, though Elarth Teturns no gaze, 

Watches its love witib not one star the less — 
Or, as the airy mist, in cloak of haze, 

Folds the bleak hill that heeds not its caress — 
As wa3rward Ocean, doating with old age, 

Wastes its pearl-spray upon a careless beach — 
My heart asked no requital to assuage 

The burning thirst of loving what it might not reach. 

He, that to-day would weave a poet'^ wreath, 

Worthy to crown that snow-white brow, should know 
All the bright dreams that lurks Night's shades be- 
neath— 
As, clouded with their leaves, sweet violets grow. 
Earth's hidden loveliness he should combine, 
♦ With glories stolen fiom the stars above — 
Not garlimding one thought so weak as mine, 

Which are but hoarded leaves of my poor withered 
love. 

Pass on, &ir form, good angels guard your way ; 

His heart is worthy of the trust reposed ; 
Your intermingled lives flow from to-day — 

Like two bright rivers in one channel closed. 
And I will gaze upon you like the star 

That can do nothing for the silver stream — 
That wins its love — but watch it from afar ; 

And. through the rushes pour the blessing of its beam. 



ALICE. 



Bright star amid the doud-forms of thp past, 
Alice, my backward gaze is fixed on thee ; 

There is the look you turned upon me last, 
And in your iace the same serenity. 
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The same high faith upon your noble brow : 
Oh, fade not, gentle vision from above ; 

For, in my thought, you are more beauteous now 
Than when yau lured me on and made me love. 

Beside the river once I walked with you ; 

It may be you forget so small a thing ; 
In evening's tints faded the heavens blue. 

The dark trees humming, the wind murmuring, 
The babbling tide : these tuneful sounds I heard, 

Set to your voice, that o'er my senses stole : 
Perchance, you did not know that every word 

Was like a silver link to chain my soul. 

Then came the hopes and fears of hidden love ; 

Where'er you went, it was a blessed place, 
Haunted, I dreamed, with angels from above ; 

My sweetest joy was to behold your face. 
I longed to do you some great good — then die : 

That which you touched was sacred ; still, I hold — 
Poor relic of the precious days gone by — 

A few words writ by you, more dear than gold. 

I deem you little less than angel-bom. 

Although you led me on to love in vain ; 
For, where you coiold not love, you did not scorn 

You were too kind to give me needless pain. 
I was your veriest slave, if you but smiled, 

And still I madly hoped your love to win ; 
And wept to know, ** She thinks me but a child, 

And dreams not of the fire that burns within." 

I saw you stand, with him to whom you gave 
Your plighted troth, upon the ocean shore ; 

And, as your glances mingled in the wave, 
I felt that you were one for evermore ; 

c 
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And, like a coward soul, I could not speak; — 
I conquer now, rejoicing in your fate : 

His noble heart is strong as mine was weak ; 
I was not worthy of a love so great. 

Life's dream is over ; I have borne the smart. 

And live to bless you for alluring me : 
If there is aught of greatness in my heart, 

It sprang at first from futile love of thee. 
For, when I found my airy hope was gone, 

There came a night of dark and bitter strife ; 
And, with the light of morning's gradual dawn, 

My soul expanded into nobler life. 



LOVE OF BEAUTY. 

If one leaf fall from the o'erhanging tree, 

Whose complete form is echoed in the lake, 
Unto its kindred image it will flee, 

Among the myriad making no mistake ; 
And by such instinct, which cannot be wrong. 

Do we find souls that will reflect our own. 
As once I found one face, amid a throng, 

Which still my memory bears, as it were carved on 
stone. 

Like the combined light of many stars, 

In her were many beauties blent in one. 
And her soul, as a captive through his bars. 

Looked through her face, like a beclouded sun, 
Yet beamed with love all kindred hearts to win, 

And, in her movements, graces never taught, • 
Revealed the beauty of that soul within. 

And flowed like poet's words, expressing beauty's 
thought. 
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She threw me but one careless sannj glance, 

Like summer lightning from the brow of Night 
Flashing upon the watcher's countenance ; 

Only a stranger's glance, but full of light; 
She flung it freely, as the laughing brook 

Flings its spray on the grateful flowers that twine 
Their arms round its green banks, and, in that look. 

Some precious sunlight flashed from her soul into 
mine. 

I thought that, of the gallants standing by. 

Who ministered to her most faint desire. 
There was not one who loved her more than I, 

Or in whose breast her glance would kindle fire 
More glowing than in mine«: yet they could stand 

Around her form, and laugh with merry glee ; 
Whilst I might never touch that snowy hand. 

Nor hear that gentle voice but once addressed to me. 

Of me the world may say, " His mind is weak ; 

He wastes his love on one he will not know. 
And stands apart, and never dares to speak. 

And then in verses vents his idle woe." 
I tell you that to write a single line 

Which might exalt to love one breast beside. 
Or gain one thought from nobler heart than mine, 

Were more than if I wooed, and won her for a bride. 

And not for her alone am 1 content 

With earnest zeal to set myself apart. 
For love's requital, ere my youth be spent, 

Subduing all the longings of my heart ; 
But for all beauty which has won my love. 

For some who only think of me with scorn. 
And some who now are angel-forms above, 

I choose this lonely path the world may deem forlorn. 
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Content unknown to love a noble band 

Of radiant forms, scattered I know not where, 
Who still, by night, illume sleep's shadowy land 

With glances full of light through golden hair ; 
And, like the spider, who demands no leave 

In palace chambers its fine net to frame, 
The web of my affections thus to weave 

About some gentle hearts who never knew my name. 



-•o^ 



EDITH. 

(3, Edith ! for one kindling glance to-night 

From you ; none else these jarring chords could tune ; 
My heart pines for you, as leaves for the light, 

My thoughts enfold you, as faint mists the moon ; 
Bear with tibese harmless dreams so dear to me ! 

You know that all my joys, I even now 
Would wish plucked, like the blossoms from a tree, 

And woven in a wreaA, if it might crown your brow. 

My early dreams were yours, and I confess 

They filled my heart with joy, though they were wild, 
And you more &ir than feeble words express ; 

For Beauty made you her adopted child. 
Being wooed with longings, and she gave you grace. 

And clearer sight her secret soul to view. 
Till you grew bright with gazing on her face. 

As flowers, by watching heaven, may deepen into 
blue. 

True Edith, ever so serene and mild 

Ab like a clear unruffled lake to seem, 
And I a rill impetuous and wild. 

Vouchsafe to hear the fable of the stream ; — 
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One hope the weary streamlet's bosom fills, 
Which still it whispers to its daisied shore, 

That, being now iar off among the hills, 

It yet may reach the lake and rest for evermore. 
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TO THE RIVER. 

River, I weep for times that come no more, 

When here were forms mine eyes still thirst to see ; 
Bright &ces gleamed more richly than before, 

Catching a momentary glow from thee ; 
The golden light wreathed many a snowy brow : 

•Thou didst not keep the fountains of the west 
All for thyself; the too-much glory thou 

Impatiently didst shower from thine overburdened 
breast. 

O, River I still I see her as she stood. 

Enriching thy clear depths ; I lingered by, 
Longing to bend my life to do her good, , 

To be a gnat in her love's beam, and die ; 
Her love, too bright a thing for me to attain : 

As well the nautilus its sail might spread 
Out on the ocean waste, and think to gain 

That gold sea of the West, where heaven's last light 
is shed. ' 

Sweet River, when upon thy gilded beach 

We met, I never sought her love to win ; 
She was so pure, so fer above my reach. 

Only to touch her hand had seemed a sin. 
And I could not be more below her worth 

Were she an airy cloud treading the blue 
Of heaven, and I, a wandering mist of earth ; 

So, crushing all my heart, I resolved not to woo. 
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O River, River ! if she comes to thee, 

Creep with hushed ripples by, and kiss the shore 
Nearest her feet ; but whisper not of me 

How I must love her now and evermore ; 
For, like thee, I have passed her by, and caught. 

And kept her sweet reflection, and will die 
Rather than vex her spirit with the thought 

Of my poor love ; for River, River, what am I ? 



THE CITY. 

Rest on in subdued silence, thou great City, 

'Neath that dumb mist, like the uusculptured stone 
OVr the forgotten, where nor love nor pity 

Has writ memorial word ; and I alone 
Will wait and gaze as on some sacred tomb. 

And think how the worm — Sin — corruption breeds 
Beneath that cloudy marble, and what doom 

Awaits in endless time, thine evil deeds. 

Rest on, Night's pall-like darkness o'er thee stealing ; 

The while, if, for thy welfare, I should pour 
On this waste air petitions, meekly kneeling 

On the cold grass, it would avail no more 
Than if, for those who tread the sunny lands. 

Concealed behind the twinkling of some star, 
I should uplift to heaven my childish hands, 

Whilst my weak thoughts could hardly reach so far. 

Rest 'neath the gloom of Night, like lone lake sleeping 

Beneath the mountain's shadow, all so still 
That one might hear the rock its cold tears weeping : 

Wait until morning climbs the eastern hill. 
And, like a wind that o'er calm water swells, 

Stirs thee to life. Then 'neath the tide made bright. 
Let men design and build their petty cells, 

Increasing the great reef. And so Good Night. 
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THE FAIRY RING. 



I KNOW a hill trodden by fairy feet ; 

Rarely by mortals are their footprints found, 
But I, and all the favoured few they greet, 

Tread lightly on that consecrated ground ; 
They touch my heart with mingled joy and pain, 

And, by their magic skill, before me bring 
Shades of old times that cannot live again. 

Whene'er I pass within their charmed ring. 

Those sprites were bom when the green hillside lay 

Under the foxglove mist of years ago, 
For there, long since, was sung a simple lay. 

With little art, yet tender in its flow, 
Of earth, yet heavenly, so that flowers fair 

Delayed to close until the song was o'er. 
Then, dreaming, hghtly trembled to the air. 

And the sweet notes took life for evermore. 
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MELANCHOLY. 

Our hearts are sad : 
Mock us not, Day, thou gorgeous flower. 
But fade, and fold thy shining leaves, 
And soon release thy winged and golden seeds, 
That they may sow themselves in all the heaven : 
And thou, Night, as a maiden to her lover. 
With gentle hce and modest downcast look, 
And silent tread upon the velvet grass. 
Come ; and let not the wanton wind disturb 
Thy braided locks : be still, for we are sad. 

* Our hearts are sad : 
We shrink from joy as prisoned eyes from light ; . 
Therefore conceal the daisy's joyful smile, 
Eclipse the dandelion's burning star. 
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Empty the meadow chalice of its gold, 

Blot out the name of gladness from thR earth, 

That, like the night-birds haunting yonder tower. 

We may glide forth, and, when the rush of life 

Has been diminished with the lalling tide. 

Hold converse with thy grouped and liBtening shades. 

Our hearts are sad : 
Therefore, O Night! with hashed and careful tread. 
Like viewless Death into the silent room, 
Pass o'er the rustling carpet of dead leaves. 
And breathe thy potent spella, dark Sorceress, 
Unto the streamlet that afflicts OTir ears 
With ill-timed laughter; — silence, not conceal. 
That in thine own star-sentinelled domain, 
No sound disturb the sacredness of grief. 

Our hearts are sad : 
Find us a dark end solitary home 
In the wild wood's untenanted recess. 
Curtained with trees, and round as, with its dew. 
The long wild grass, that scythe has never mown, 
Like ^e loose locks o'er Nature's tearful face; 
Where is no himian foot-print, but alone 
Thy shadows gather, that, with Solitude, 
We may bewail the evil in the world. 



EXILED. 
Hy brighter hoars, like pleasant dreams, have fled, 

And lef^ me here an exile, and alone ; 
I bear no welcome sound of human tread, 

No voice except the echo of my own. 
M\' life has passed its noon of sunny light. 

And entered twilight shades ; my hopes are gone ; 
I watched them till they vanished from my sight, 

Lilce stars that &de, and mingle with the tints of dawn. 
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And this I know, that when on wood and wold 

The setting sun his bright embroidery weaves, 
And when the latest of his darts of gold 

Is shivered on the brazen shield of leaves, 
And, like kind visions at the step of night. 

Upon the thankless world the star-beams fall, 
I know that all those mingled hues of light 

Are only Nature's paintings on my prison wall. 

I roam at will on wooded hill and plain. 

Their leafy folds by gentlest breezes stirred ; 
But I would gladly give this wide domain 

To hear a single kindly-spoken word. 
I count the waves, — they are my only friends ; 

All day I watch them perish on the shore : 
But I would lose the charm their music lends 

To see a form again that I have seen before. 

Or in the wood I wait, when, with soft tread. 

The shades of twilight glide among the trees. 
Stirring no leaf, like spirits of the dead, 

Whose only voice is in the midnight breeze ; 
When all the pomp and glory of the day. 

Like a bright palace, not composed of stone. 
But built by spirits, has long sunk away. 

And darkness, its sole ruin, stays on earth alone. 

A melancholy joy my bosom fills 

When the bright Moon, with perfect calm endued, 
Stands her full height upon the misty hills, 

Which are but pedestals for soUtude, 
And stretching o*er the world her arms of light. 

She scatters blessings from the sky's broad dome ; 
For then I know that in the cheerless night 

The same pale Moon falls light upon the hills at 
home» 
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A PICTURE. 

I WANDERED in a green lane gloomed with trees, 

And, meeting children, from their looks my mind 
Received light, thinking, " Faces such as these 

Are heaven's windows, only we are blind ;" 
At once rose Memory, and her touch of flame 

Dwelt for an instant on my heart, then ceased, 
But trembled on the chord, until there came 

Another group, brought back from west and east. 

Till child-forms years have hid behind a cloud 

Came back, and as of old, with looks of mirth. 
Clustered at the farm-gate, a little crowd. 

Now scattered, some in heaven and some on earth 
Nor could I on those once-grouped faces muse. 

Without complaining, " Time will not restore 
The flowers of that lost season," and '* their hues 

Of gold, those faded clouds will wear no more.' 

A bird aroused me with a merry song ; 

Then I thought, " Light will reach me ere I die ;" 
And looked, and, shining through the vista long, 

At the lane*s end, I saw the open sky ; 
I felt the sudden &int touch of a wind 

That rose and with the leaves began to play. 
And the sweet group, developed on my mind. 

Shrunk back into the gloom and passed away. 



>f 
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THE MIST. 

The glory of the west had \eh the skies. 

The shadows gathered o'er* a happy day. 
And she, a simple child with heaven-lit eyes, 

Had wandered thus far with me on my way. 
Here with clasped hands we parted ; once I kissed 

Her forehead, as we said, " Good-night, good-night ;" 
Then o'er the field she passed, and through the mist 

Which folded her, and hid her from my sight. 
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' The bird will not rejoice or make its moan 

With the same soDg that filled the wood last year, 
The flower that died ongathered and miknown 

In the world's seasons will no more appear, 
The earth will not restore the drop of dew, 

The jewel that adorned a daisy's head, 
The clond will not return her to my view. 

The sea of mist will not give up its dead. 

The shell that rests upon the sandy plain, 

Untreasured of the little life it bore. 
Has done its work and may not roam again. 

Yet will sea-voices haunt it evermore ; 
And so this place, which has its treasure lost. 

Is haunted by old memories ; and I seem 
To see her in the field her footsteps crossed. 

As if I saw an angel in a dream. % 

What matters it, if I too closely pry, 

That what seemed, in the gloom, her features fair, 
Was formed of leaves grown out against the sky, 

That rosebuds were her eyes, and grass her hair ? 
Her memory meets me at the place of tryst, 

And shines through Nature thus, and, when I too 
Over life's field have passed, and through the mist. 

Then shall the cloud restore her to my view. 
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THE OLD TEAR. 

Men say, ** The Year is dead," but, in our minds 

He lives, and cannot perish in the storm. 
Though, gathered round his bed, the phantom winds. 

Like children weeping o'er a oofiined form, 
Pour their complainings in the ear of Night, 

With tears that do not dim the sheeted snow ; 
Bewailing, whilst he soars to gather light 

In the sublimer Past, and leaves "our times" belo™ 
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He is not dead, but passed from state to state, 

And we may watch his radiance fiom afar, 
For ever brightening, whilst upon him wait, 

Crowding like satellites about a star, 
The thousand forms that memory cannot lose ; — 

Hope, with her mocking gestures, and the fears 
That were her train, and kind thoughts that diffuse 

The lustre of their influence on our little spheres. 

And buried griefs that pain us with' their wail. 

Like leaves that rustle, although withered ; 
And gentle faces that, as through a veil, 

Gaze on us still, though men have called them dead 
These are as spirits, waiting the command 

Of the Old Year, who has beheld the last 
Of earthly toil and care ; and Memory's hand 

Shall give him life upon the canvas of the Past. 



SHADOWS. 

At the stone gateway on the furzy hill, 
When every burning bush is quenched in night. 
And darkness, without form or motion, broods 
Over the narrow, many-footed path, 
Over the wild heath and the downy grass, 
Sometimes two shadows linger in the gloom. 
And no man passing may distinguish them 
Among the myriad common shades of night, 
Nor mortal sense perceive a voice of air. 

Hard by, through all Night's reign, the homeless wave, 

In the great darkness stumbling over rocks. 

Moans at the clifTs foot, and the general voice 

Of many weary waters cries for rest. 

While wanderiag winds touch bushes cloaked in gloom 

To tones of sadness, through the reign of night. 
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At last there comes with freshness in the air 

A breath of dawn, and treasures of the earth 

Grow through the shallow darkness visible, 

As pearls through tide that soon must leave them bare. 

And Beauty, now to be released from chains, 

Smiles on his coming who shall set her free : 

Already flowers, peering through the gloom, 

See tops of banners waving in the East ; 

Night trembles, and her mystic spells dissolve. 

Then flies the flner shadow of the two, 

Swifter than lightning on its trackless way. 

O'er clamorous seas rebuked by quiet stars. 

And past great woods and mountains of the West, 

Till, pausing where the whisper of the trees 

Floats sofUy o'er a churchyard far away, 

It hovers, as a bird above its nest, 

Over a grave, and, through the breaking mist. 

Turns once to E^h, then heavenward melts in air. 

That other shadow may not follow yet. 

But to its prison in my brain returns. 

Closing some dream which, for a little while. 

Restored the lost hues of a &ded flower ; 

The wandering mystery comes back with dawn, 

Awakes my sense, and with me walks the world, 

And finds but shades, as in a greater dream. 

MART. 
Our child is dead. Death wore no dreadful form. 

Nor stole a feature from that gentle face ; 
As if to shield her from the beating storm. 

He led her footsteps to a sheltered place. 
And even when to chain her here we sought. 

And whilst we gazed, she passed beyond our reach. 
And all the vision faded, like a thought 

Too vague and beautifiil to grasp and clothe in speech. 
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At dawn the angels entered where she lay, 

And as the daylight fades from mortal eye, 
Leaving no track, the soul was borne away : 

The curtain stirred not when it passed by. 
It left her £:)rm, a child of the cold grave, 

A bark no longer needed by that mind 
Which missioned angels wafted o*er the wave, 

Whilst, on the lonely beach, we wept and stayed 
behind. 

I shall not go with flowers blae and white. 

To strew her grave ; but when the prophet trees 
Extend their shadowy wands, foretelling Night, 

In fields I wander with the wandering breeze, 
Encircled only by the sky's blue walls. 

Where she would linger, whom we now call dead. 
For in the twilight deeper glory &lls 

Upon the daisied grass which she was wont to tread. 

And she would point me to the well-known hill. 

That, when the sunset tide was in its flow. 
Would slowly gather depth of light, until. 

Transfigured in that calm and heavenly glow. 
The landscape glistened like another sky ; 

And then, beneath the flood, its form would sink. 
Remaining visible to mortal eye. 

Like a reflected hill seen from a river's brink. 

And, as between two worlds, she Ungered where 

The sunlight robed her form in golden sheen. 
And, now and then, the breezes moved her hair, 

To show that all was not a painted scene. 
She watched that lustre, till the form of Night 

Hid from her view those brighter streaks of red ; 
'Even as travellers watch the haze of light 

That hangs above the city which their feet will tread. 
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The spectral trees, afler the autumn wind, 

Like the dry bones will gather leaves and live ; 
And as, when Night is dead, we cease to find 

The lustre that its golden footprints give. 
So, in the summer, I shall see the grass. 

With flowers unbent, where they were plucked before, 
And without footprints, where she used to pass ; 

And this will keep her memory green for evermore. 



A LOST TREASURE. 

Two leaflets, long since wither'd, that give birth 

To no green memories of faded spring, 
I keep ; as one would treasure gems of worth, 

Though sometimes an unwilling tear they bring, 
And fill my heart, with griefs and longings wild. 

Scoff" if you will ! I stole those leaves away, 
Like kisses, from the bed of a ^r child, 

Whose little life has dawn'd into eternal day. 

He chain'd my wayward love; but never' knew 

I loved him ; never thought I was his friend, 
And held him in my heart among the few 

For whom my life and powers I fain would spend. 
As a lone cloud loving a group of flowers 

Might linger o'er them in its trackless way, 
To empty all its hoarded wealth of showers. 

That so, in blessing them, itself might waste away. 

Angels I ye loved that little pearl too well, 

And gently lifted it from life's rough sea 
To heaven's ocean ; where not e'en a shell 

Speaks, in the ear, of storms that cannot be. 
Angels I ye took that bud, so rich in love. 

Kept fresh with our wet tears ; ye bore it far. 
And set it in the summer-land above. 

Where, some time, I shall find it, ope'd into a star. 
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UNOPENED BUDS. 

A SHAPE of beauty beyond man's device, 

Which held a precious life with us begun, 
Light feet at rest, like streamlets chain'd with ice. 

And folded hands whose little work is done, 
Make this poor hamlet sacred to our grief : 

Pass'd is the soul, which was of nobler worth. 
Like fire from glowworm, tint fix)m wither'd leaf, 

Perfume from fallen flower, or daylight from the earth. 

Star, faded from our sky elsewhere to shine, 

Whose beam to bless us for a while was given ; 
Little white hand, a few times clasp'd in mine. 

Sweet face, whose light is now retum'd to heaven. 
With empty arms, I linger where thou liest. 

And pluck half-open'd flowers as types of thee. 
And think that angels, amid joys the highest. 

Are happier for thy love, which still they share with me. 
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SLEEP. 

When friends were cruel, and threatened to forsake, 

She came by night, with little griefs oppress'd. 
And sleep received her, as the mountain lake 

Takes home the brook, and hushes it to rest ; 
Now, where her childish step was wont to pass. 

By winding hill-path or in shady lanes, 
Sweet violets pine unpluck'd, and on the grass 

The daisies miss her hand, and grow entwin'd in 
chains. 

She will not wake ; the memory-hallow'd stream 
May pour near her green bed its noisy flood ; 

For once there enter'd the small head a dream, 
Conceal'd from us, like fair hues in the bud : 
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In sleep she went to heaven, and linger'd there, 
Rapt with the music of the heavenly lay, 

Till angels gave her a bright crown to wear, 

And chain'd her so with love, she cannot come away. 



THE LOST TUNE. 

Her life was mnsic — a tune here begun 

To swell to fulness in a brighter place; 
Her words were notes that on the listener won, 

And all her movements flowed with native grace : 
Her glance, and sweet perfection of her smile, 

Were tuneful, and so was it from her birth, 
That, little known, there trembled here awhile 

A tune of heaven upon a harp of earth. 

When the strain rose too much from earth, and stole 

Into men's hearts, beguiling them of love. 
An angel broke the strings, that the flne soul 

Might dwell on perfect instruments above. 
Now vainly in old haunts we make our moan 

When Memory charms us, and, with anguish sharp, 
Weep o'er the dumb strings ; — for, in dreams alone, 

Comes the sweet tune back to the broken harp. 



TO THE SEA. 

How sweet, leaving the cares of life behind, 

At evening on thy blue expanse to float, 
To hear no sound except the passing wind, 

Or the hushed water rippling by the boat ! 
To be alone — to curb the restless will — 

To feel the influence of a calm delight — 
To gaze upon the scene till thought is still, 

And on the prisoned soul there &lls a ray of light. 

I) 
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To leam thy vast extent from Pole to Pole ; 

How many shores thy troubled billows lave — 
What organ-tones o'er thy wide waters roll — 

To bear with thee, if, lost beneath thy wave, 
The mother vainly mourns her fair-haired boy. 

To see the proud sun twine thy conquering brow 
With wreaths of shining light ; — this was my joy. 

I loved it as a simple child : I love it now. 

Nightly, in the slow heaving of thy breast. 

Or in thy mourning for the latest glance 
That overlooked the golden-flooded west, 

I do discern a Prophet's utterance. 
That to my soul, in accents soft and low. 

Whispers that one lone hour shall come for me 
To kneel upon thy sand, and weeping know 

That in the whole wide world no friend is left but 

thee. 

■»• — 

LOST AT SEA. 

I THINK of thee as absent ; for thy skill 

Shall guide the bark over the water wild 
No more : thine hands are cold, thine heart is still. 

Thou, my old friend, who, when I was a child, 
Wouldst tell me wondrous stories of the sea, 

Until I grew to love the mighty wave 
That moved on, like a king, with motion free ; • 

Thou, kindest heart, hast found in it a grave. 

The deep green billows fringed with glistening foan?, 

Like daisies gathered round the grass-grown tomb. 
The tread of waves beside my childhood's home, 

The oar's dull sound, and in the evening gloom. 
The swiftly passing boat's illumined track, 

As of a star on the blue sea above ; 
The mighty deep, from which thou cam'st not back ; 

I think on all these with a lonelier love. 
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Rest on, thy sepulchre that boundless deep ; 

Let mourners gather round each churchyard grave, 
To scatter flowers on it whilst they weep ; 

But for thee, 'Evening, treading on the wave, 
Her form, with misty mantle folded round, 

And vaguely visible to mortal eye, 
Shall stand and scatter on thy greener mound 

The golden flowers of the western sky. 

Sheltered within my heart, where gently falls 

. Time's wearing wave, thy memory shall last ; 
And still as night rebuilds the shadowy halls 

In which our souls hold converse with the past ; 
When, before slumber, earthly troubles bow. 

And nought below my closed eyes may see. 
Thought with her wand shall touch my sleeping brow. 

And leave its impress in a dream of thee. 



FAREWELL TO THE SEA. 

Old ocean, I have dared to call thee friend. 

For if I had a secret, to thy wave 
I uttered it in trust ; and thou wouldst lend 

A sympathy ; and, silent as the grave, 
Wouldst keep it buried in thy faithSil heart, 

iNor ever suffer any tell-tale shell 
To breathe it in the ear ; so true thou art ; 

And now I linger on thy beach to say " Farewell." 

Farewell I I think to-morrow there will be 

One sand-speck less on thine exhaustless shore. 
One insect life lost to the peopled sea. 

One small shell stolen from the spangled floor ; 
Untwined, perchance, one poor dishevelled tress 

Of seaweed from a rock, or, on the fleece 
Of one lone wave, a single foam-flake less ; 

— So much am I to thee, thou fount of half my peace. 
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THE FIRST PRIMROSE. 



Beautiful flower ! whose pale hue is taken 

From the faint lustre of the night's first star, 
Of all thy gentle race, the first to waken, 

After the roll of Winter's icy car. 
The dewdrops hang on thee, with gems of rain, 

Which are the smiles upon thy patient face. 
And, with the strength of weakness, thou dost chain 

My wandering steps, to linger in this place. 

What angel in the moonlight wanly shining. 

Whispered to thee that summer was at hand, 
That thou shouldst kindly come to us entwining 

A thousand green leaves with the barren land, 
Cheering the soul in care's unsolaced night, 

Like a kind word» and throwing round thy way 
A glow, like the first trembling b^m of hght 

To one who waits and watches for the day ? 

Art thou a new creation, called to being 

By the blue clearness of the summer sky, 
The reckless blast of autumn-time foreseeing. 

When thou, too fair a thing to live, must die ? 
Or, through the winter dost thou only slumber, 

Losing in dust th^ paleness of thy hue ; 
The summer leaves returning without number, 

To burst forth from thy chrysalis anew ? 

Thou comest like a ray of the warm sim. 

To thaw the fettered streamlet's robe of snow, 
Beaming upon us like the eyes of one 

We feared might never wake again below. 
But now we know that summer never dies ; 

Green leaves have come where autumn leaves were 
sweepmg, 
And flowers are coming too, and clear blue skies ; 

Hurrah I the priinroses were only sleeping ! 



( 37 ) 



THOMAS COX. 



The following, entitled ** Country Poems," are from the pen of 
the author of ** IVf elancholj, and other Poems ;" a volume first 
published in 1856, of which a revised edition, containing addi- 
tional poems, was published the following year. Of this delightful 
volume, so favourably received by the public and the press, the 
Editor of the " Critic" thus faithfully writes: — " There is much 
rough, unpolished power about Mr. Cox's muse. It is precisely 
that kind of power which distinguishes the minstrel from the 
rhymer. The Sonnets are not quite free from the faults we have 
named, but they possess fervour, stateliness, and richness of idea." 
We have much pleasure in endorsing this opinion, and in inti'o- 
ducing Mr. Cox's later compositions to our readers. 
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MARLOW'S SUMMER DREAM. 

Lo I here I stand where my forefathers dwelt : 
Out from the misty east 'mid streaks of fire 

The morning cometh, and the dewdrops melt 
From off the jasmin, by the lattice wire. 
Slowly from the sky the stars retire, 

When rustic ploughman waketh firom his rest, 

And the pale moon slopes gently down the west. 

Deeper in the ivy now the owlet creeps — to shun 
His awkward visage from the saucy mirth 

Of idle finch or linnet, when to the sun 
The rose first opes its lips, and the Earth 
With merriment doth greet the Morning's birth. 

Aside her dusky veil she quickly throws, 

All while around the merry bugle blows. 

Awake, ye shepherds I for the twilight yields 
To the red summer's sun. Insect and bird 

Are twittering loud through all the grassy fields. 
Arise, ye lovely nymphs I have you not heard 
Apollo's horn, Aurora's waking word. 

And the rude carol that the minstrel sings 

Loud o'er the buzzing of a thousand wings ? 

Now joyfiil tongues are wagging merrily. 
That all the night were silent as its own^ 

Again the mavis chants firom the old tree. 
Again the bee to flowery fields hath flown. 
When gentle odours from the south are blown. 

The sun comes up — ^again the breezes play, 

Aurora smiles, and all the woods are gay. 
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Can bird and insect greet so fair a sight 
And man be silent, doll as the cold groond 

That drinks the chilly vapour of the night, 
When beauty 's shining everywhere arouud 
Heedless of every pleasant sight and sound ? 

Too true, tho' beauty shines from many a fiivour'd spot, 

The worldling passes by and heeds it not. 

Life receives new vigour, glad things rise 
At sight of the fair blushing summer's day. 

To shake the night's dark drops of sorrow fiom their eyes. 
Now with the floral queen I ^n would stray, 
And in her fragrant footsteps shape my way. 

Through pleasant gardens, uplands, valleys faar^ 

When the cool, limpid stream is murmuring there. 

Then forth we went to have a quiet look 
• At the dear ripples 'mid a leafy shrine. 
When Nature's music, issuing from a brook. 

Brought 'neath its pleasing shade the lowing kine. 

A sweet recess of hazel, birch, and pine. 
With arching willows, made th' abode complete ; 
A sweet protection from the summer's heat. 

How pleasant 'tis to linger in green bowers ! 

Old Winter — ^ha ! bury him in snow ; 
Let us wander 'neath sudi leafy towers, 

And £ax in northern clime his beard may grow ; 

We'll have no more of him, no, no I — 
Not e'en so much as the bright sparkling rime 
That whites the meadows o'er in autumn time. 

Not e'en so much as the rich figured pane 

In calm October, nought but thy garlimds, lovely queen, 

So fresh and fragrant, may summer never wane. 
Come forth, £ir Flora, come ! the fields are green, 
Sweet-scented blossoms on the shrubs are seen, 

And modest fiowers by the fair brooklet rise, 

Forget-me-nots — ^those gems of many sighs. 
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Forget me not, fair lady, when thou goest 
Far, hr away to some rich eastern clime, 

When gaily on some tranquil lake thou rowest, 
Listening the sleepy waves' low chime. 
Forget me not, dear lady, what time 

The sun is fading from thy spangled brow. 

As night comes up as it is coming now. 

On Time's rude current, — what strange things flow ! 

Phantoms or realities we all pursue — 
I leap'd upon its bosom^ long, long ago. 

And fancy robed my hopes with charming hue. 

What shadowy forms have passed before my view I 
Adieu, sweet lady Flora, we will meet 
Again when morning comes with merry feet. 

Go, dwell with pleasure on some sunny shore ; 

Why longer terry in this beaten road ? 
Nature's great beauties for awhile explore. 

Far from the dreary haunts of gain's abode ; 

Whoever lives there frets 'neath Mammon's load. 
Then out with freedom on far happier plains. 
Nor wrestle longer with his galling chains. 

Is beauty. Flora, then so common grown 

That Nature's scenes no longer glad the heart ? 

There's no real happiness for those, I own. 

Whose eyes are always fixed on Mammon's mart ; 
Let the sad idol from all minds depart. 

Go, see how all the merry cornfields play 

In the bright sunshine of a summer's day. 

Life is a dream, — scarce fifteen summers' suns 
Have brown'd these fields, and I return 

To the old mansion, where the river runs 
As tranquil as of yore — but I discern 
Where once the roses grew, up starts the fern ; 

Dampness and ruin creep from wall to wall, 

And Desolation's frown seems withering all. 
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But in this world, 'tis said, all things must ^e ; 

The stars grow dim at the approach of day. 
We pass our pilgrimage 'twixt sun and shade, 

Unknown we come, unknown we go away. 

Then as I took my solitary way 
I thought upon the ravages of time — while 
Daylight &ded from the ruin'd pile. 

Wild voices came upon the breeze — I listen'd, 
While strange forebodings rose within my breast ; 

I look'd across the tranquil sky, where glisten'd 
The ruddy clouds ^hat gathered in the west. 
And as the night came up in spangles drest 

Old Somnus gently took me by the hand 

And led me over his enchanted land. 

Then came before my eyes a pleasant sight. 
When thus he bore me tranquilly away ; 

To some green island did we shape our flight. 
Where happy summer held perpetual sway. 
No night came up to battle with the day 

Save when we wandered 'neath the ancient trees, 

Which made it so by their great canopies. 

Under these trees, in slumber, there was lying 
That ancient pilgrim of the fields and woods, 

While in and out the branches doves were flying 
In frolic, twittering with their early broods. 
'Twas Solitude's retreat, — no one intrudes 

Save Echo's voice, when, answering to his call. 

With merry songs doth cheer the leafy halL 

With Bacchus, Pan had been among the vines. 

As he was wont in hours of jollity, 
Tapping the juicy vats of firesh-made wines. 

Tasting the season's first prosperity. 

Then as he wandered by the summer sea 
His head grew heavy, and in drowsy mood 
Did Bacchus leave him in the tangled wood. 
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In joarneying homeward, who should Bacchus meet 
But Echo, gentle nymph^ asking for old Pan.; 

Said he, '* You'll find hina in his ancient seat 
Down in the old green woods." Away she ran 
To this rude cavern, and then soon began 

To issue fiom her lute some pleasing sound, 

That 'mong the drooping pines went round and round. 

Brown were his cheeks on which the sun had play'd, 
Strong were his limbs and curly were his locks, 

When thus we saw him slumbering in the shade, 
While o'er the hills did stray the bleating flocks. 
Then Sqmnus all at once the spell unlocks ; 

Old Pan awoke amid the forest trees, 

And I came back to stern realities. 



THE THREE OLD FRIENDS. 

A BALLAD. 

With pure dehght, one winter's night. 

Three old friends met together. 
The logs were crackling on the hearth, 

And stormy was the weather. 
They sat beside the cheerful light, 

While winds were blowing cold. 
And had a chat of this and that, 

Of things both new and old. 

Now as they laugh'd, and as they quafifd 

The barley juice so clear, 
There came a peal from Stephen's tower 

To greet the new-born year. 
The little prattler struggled up 

Amid the driving sleet. 
With a snow-drop frill about his neck 

And a primrose at his feet. 
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Across tihe wold the breeze blew C0I4, 

The sleet was falling free, 
And on the shore was h^^ the roar, 

The dashing of the sea. 
Down fell the snow, the winds did blow 

The last leaves from the tree, 
And the northern blast would hurry past 

Uobeeded bj the three. 

" Now listen," said the mariner, 

** While cx)ld the breezes blow, 
I'll tell a tale will make you pale 

From the land of ice and snow ; 
How there went forth into the north 

A jovial company. 
And while three seasons came and went 

They roamed the wintry sea. 

" Twas late in May, the legends say, 
* When oak leaves fast expand, 
This gallant crew did say adieu 

To their own native land. 
Farewell was shouted from the deck, 

Farewell replied the shore, 
And then an unknown voice sent back 

Farewell for evermore. 

'' The sails were spread, and on they sped 

Before the rising wind. 
But ere the day had pass'd away 

Each threw a glance behind : 
They gazed upon their &therland. 

And 'mid the wild waves' roar, 
That dismal sound would of^ rebound, 

Farewell for evermore. 
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Before {he breeze then unknown seas 

They hastened to explore, 
When sable night sjiut from their sight 

The land for evermore. 

" Away they went, the mast oft bent 

Before the gusty gale. 
Then snow and sleet began to beat 

Upon their faces pale. 
The ice around, with fearftd sound, 

Was crackling here and there, 
Till summer's sun his course had run 

And left them in despair. 

*' With gloomy frown they saw go down 

The sun to his long rest, 
When up there came the dreary night 

And darken'd all the west. 
Strange meteors sparkled in the sky 

Or darted to and fro. 
And spectres passed before the blast 

Upon the drifting snow. 

** The wintry day soon pass'd away, 

The sun rose not again. 
The stars did glow upon the snow. 

And frozen was the main. 
Then sighing to the cold, cold winds. 

Their nature seem'd to change. 
And each could trace in the other's face 

A look so wondrous strange. 

'* Still on they prest towards the west. 
Where last they saw the sun. 
When Famine bared his hungry jaws 
And snapped them one by one. 
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The frost was here the frost was there, 

Exhausted was their store, 
When cross the snow would come and go, 

Farewell for evermore !" 

The sun shone out to glad the fields. 

The clouds had pass'd away, 
When all walked forth amid the snow 

Upon the new year's day. 
And as they walked upon the snow, 

So crispy and so cold. 
They mused upon the dreadful tale 

The mariner had told. 



SONG OF THE LEAVES. 

Once in autumn, down I wander'd 
Far into a forest dreary, 
Listening to the gusty breeze 
Moaning by the old oak trees. 
There the sear leaves sang together 
In the cold and windy weather, 
Chiming round the falling branches 
Doleful melodies. 

In the spring-time, merry spring-time. 
Here I rambled, musing over 
Many a carol, while the green leaves 
Whispered through the sunny noon — 
See the change that time will bring us, 
Hearken to the chimes they ring us. 
Learn a lesson from the foliage, 
Changing from their May and June. 
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Such is life then — changing ever, 
Sliadows flit we day by day ; 
Heedless of the fleeting seasons. 
Pass we to our destinies. 
Oh ! how changed the scene around me ; 
Vanished is the spell that bound me. 
Now I hear nought but the sear trees 
Chanting to the blustering breeze. 



THE MOUNTAIN SHEPHERD. 

Blithe shepherd of the mountain. 

Why is thy heart so light ? 

Though through thy clothes 

The bleak wind blows, 

Thou sleep'st so sound at night. 

Why is thy mind so gay ? 

For I would know 

What makes it so, 

To drive my cares away. 

" Content I O sweet contentment 
Upon the hills I find ! 
From lonely rocks 
I watch my flocks. 
And breathe the healtihful wind. 
No envy or ambition 
E'er lurks in my condition." 
Then light and gay 
As summer's day, 
Is the poor shepherd's mind. 
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SONNETS. 
I. 

DEPARTING SUMMER. 

With grief we see the summer slow retire, , 

The roses droop their leaves and disappear. 

When minstrels in the wood begin to tire 

And suit their warblings to the change of year. 

Soon as the red sun shows a mellowed fire, 

The swallows congregate on mornings clear, 

And happier smiles the farmers' faces wear 

As they descry around their hearts' desire^ 

A goodly harvest waving o'er the land. 

In quiet mornings down some sheltered vale, 

When autumn from the mould throws up his hand, 

A melancholy strain the robin sings. 

And at the sight of one sear leaf, the nightingale 

To sunnier climes will stretch her little wings. 
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II. 

NATURE'S MUSIC. 

There's music in the wind that sweeps the wold. 

In autumn time. A dirge for summer past 

It seems to sing, ere the wild wintry blast 

Curls up the fading leaves with fiercer cold. 

There's music in t£e vale when we behold 

The sparkling wavelets down the green fields run. 

What music in the woods when birds are singing ! 

There's music in the bleating of the fold 

When lambkins frolic 'neath an April san. 

Gladdening the shepherd's heart. The lengthening days 

Bring music in their train. Sweet harmony 

Through nature's pleasant halls is constant ringing. 

When every warbler hymns a song of praise 

Up to its Maker from the green-robed tree. 
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III. 
THE WALL-FLOWER. 

In solitude's lone path whoever strays 
May thee discern upon misfortune's walls, 
Wasting thy perfume in those ruin'd halls 
Where jovial mirth did once her sceptre raise, 
Clad in gay tendrils from old Bacchus' tree. 
When feudal lords to her did homage pay, 
Whose hekds grew wild before the break of day, 
And boisterous laughter tipp'd their jollity. 
What shadows do we dasp in human things I 
How unstable are these earthly tenements 
Wherein poor mortals grasp the shade of power ! 
They fade away, and through time's ghastly rents 
The solitary wind their requiem sings, 
And o'er their ashes starts this lonely flower. 



IV. 
POMONA. 

When every orchard gives in autumn time 
Its ruddy fruit — bending each tender bough, 
Observe Pomona listening to the chime 
The full ripe ears are making 'bout her brow. 
With pride she views, far off amid the fields. 
Thick clusters dangling from the fei*tile vine. 
So rich a fragrance now her garden yields, 
Old Bacchus scents afar the new-made wine ; 
And at her vineyards then he often took 
Unseen, a quiet glance ; alone he came, 
Across her vales thick piled with golden sheaves, 
What time she wander'd by the woodland brook, 
Where Vertumnus beheld her 'mid the leaves. 
And in his bosom waked the tender flame. 
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V. 
THE MARINER. 

1. 

Once sat two lovers 'neath a mossy tower, 
Holding gay converse while the dying sun 
Gave place to twilight, and the evening honr 
Came down so softly when the day was done. 
One gazed upon the billows as they roU'd, 
Ere yet the purple radiance died away, 
And said, ** To-morrow's sun will me behold 
Toss'd on those restless waves outside the bay. 
To-morrow to my native land must say adieu, 
And ere these summer birds have ceas'd to sing. 
Our noble barque may grate the classic shore 
Where luckless Albert and his fated crew 
Left the bold headland to return no more, 
And Petrarch tuned his reed in balmy spring." 

2. 

Then down they went to seek for lands unknown, 
'Mid treacherous rocks and shoals they shape their way. 
The winds would often to the shrouds make moan. 
And on the prow would plash the feathery spray. 
Then faint and fainter grew their native land. 
What strange forebodings now come o'er the mind, 
While on the deck the wistftil seamen stand 
Watching the blue hills fading from their sight, 
As on the vessel went before the wind, 
And to the evening blast her white wings shook ! 
Down came the dusky night, the mournful night, 
And scarce a star shone out upon the wave. 
When toward the shore one cast a lingering look, 
And sighed as though above his mother's grave. 

E 
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3. 



Now Laura saw the ship go down the deep ; 

But, often hovering round, would strange birds scream 

III omens on their fete — 'twas but a dream, 

Some wandering thoughts that cross'd her mind in sleep. 

All through the night she saw the watchmen keep 

Their vigil on the deck, whilst at the wheel 

The sturdy helmsman to and fro would reel : 

What time the winds along the shrouds did leap, 

And in her wake would angry surges roar. 

She saw them verging to some desolate shore ; 

Strange faces gather'd on the rugged strand. 

'Twas but a vision of wild phantasies : 

Again the ship spread her light wings to catch the breeze. 

And back she came toward their native land. 



4. 

One day there came a stranger to the door, 

His locks were hoary, and his voice was shrill ; 

The wintry winds blew sharply from the hill. 

And on the beach was heard the billows' roar. 

" Last night," said he, " we saw the sun to rest, 

A joyous crew, and our saucy bark 

Flew on the waves, rich laden from the west. 

Then clouds obscured the sky. The night grew dark. 

Still on she went before the rising gale, 

When at the midnight hour a dreadful shock 

Brought all on deck with faces wild and pale : 

The vessel sank beside some fatal rock ; 

Then forth we leap'd upon the rude sea's breast. 

And I alone escape to tell the tale." 
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5. 



" Come in," said Laura, '* shipwreck'd mariner : 
Thy tale of sorrow saddens every heart ; 
For scarce two summers since we saw depart 
From yonder shore my best beloved." Her 
Cheek tum'd pale, and tears began to start 
From every eye, as the old mariner told 
How, soon as the morning broke upon the land, 
He saw young Bryan's corpse, rigid and cold, 
Cover d with straggling weeds, upon the sand. 
His left hand grasped a fragment of the mast, 
But in his right this little gem I. found." 
'Mid breathless silence all then stood aghast : 
'Mid breathless silence, save the heart's rebound, 
From hand to hand the little locket passed. 



VI. 

CERES. 

Now Ceres roams among the ripening grain ; 
Th^dewy ears oft pat her sunburnt face : 
What time the barley rustles on the plain. 
Out round the fields you may her footsteps trace ; 
In plots of clover whence the skylarks spring. 
Or 'mid the sheaves where merry husbandmen. 
When dubious lights are glimmering on the fen, 
To greet the rising moon their carols sing. 
Or when the ploughman, turning up the mould 
In dull November, after the autumn rain, 
In furrows deep she follows in his train. 
Breathing earth's healthy fragrance fresh and cold ; 
Or when the shepherd closes up his pen, 
« She lists the bleating of the gathered fold. 
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VII. 
THE PILGRIM. 

A GENTLE MELODY. 

Once on a winter's night, when snow fell fast. 
And all the shrubs put on their white attire. 
When round my cottage blew the stormy blast, 
And dim upon the hearth had grown the fire, 
. Sweet strains of music came upon the breeze — 
A gentle melody that sank into the heart 
Like summer rain sinks in the famished leas, 
When Sol below the mountains doth depart : 
It echoed far away 'mong the old trees. 
I listened, wondering much from whence it came, 
And as I listened, lo ! it died away. 
I felt alone, and stirr'd the mouldering fiame; 
And whilst I linger*d for the coming day 
My mind went revelling in strange mysteries. 



VIII. 
TIME. 

Old Time doth gently through the seasons creep. 
And many a head shows up its weight of years. 
Like felons starting from their feverish sleep. 
When the hangman's footsteps soundeth in their ears, 
So we do constant hear with sighs and tears 
His heavy footfall, bidding us remembrance keep 
How frail we are, and how short our stay. 
The summer flowers in autumn die away. 
The grass we see that clothes the fields in spring. 
The blossoms glittering from the orchard trees — all 
Fade away. When winter's tempests ring 
Through the great forest, down the leaves will fall. 
Such gentle warnings doth kind Nature bring : 
Take heed, my friends, and listen to her call. 
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GEEALD MASSEY. 



The poems of Mr. Gerald Massey not only display taste, imagina- 
tion, and sensibility, bnt are eminent, in a higli degree, for energy 
of thought and boldness of imagery. He is a true Poet of the 
People — a writer of vivid genius, possessing the real lyrical 
faculty. Mr. Massey was bom near Tring, in Herts; and, as we 
are informed by his biographer, Dr. Smiles, he first saw the light 
in a little stone hut, similar to those in which so many of our 
peasantry are condemned to live and die. Mr. Massey's father 
was a canal boatman, who, having had no opportunities of educa- 
tion, was scarcely able to write his own name. But Gerald Massey 
was blessed in a mother from whom he derived a finely-organized 
brain, and a susceptible temperament ; and to her he 'appears to 
have been indebted for the instruction he received. Having to 
contend with the privations of poverty, at a very early age the 
poetrchild was sent by his parents to work in a factoiy, where, 
rising at five o'clock and toiling until evening, to use his own 
forcible expression — " the cuiTents of his life were early poisoned." 
Thanks, however, to the assiduity of his tender-hearted mother, 
his education was not wholly neglected, and his genius early de- 
veloped itself in those beautiful fugitive poems with which our 
readers are doubtless familiar. Mr. Masse/s first volume, entitled 
«< Babe Christabei," was a distinguished success. It has been fol- 
lowed by ** Craigcrook Castle," of which we fearlessly assert, that, 
not even excepting the poet Bums, no Poet of the People has 
produced anything that will bear comparison with many of the 
exquisite lyrics contained in these two volumes ; and seeing that 
more than one of our minor Poets have of late been rewarded for 
their productions, we trust the day is not far distant when Mr. 
Gerald Massey (perhaps the most deserving of living authors) 
will receive that substantial recognition of genius he unquestionably 
deserves. By his kind permission, together with a few poems ex- 
pressly contributed to these pages, we are enabled to extract several 
that will be welcome to our readers. 
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LOVE'S FAIRY RING. 

While Titans war with social Jove, 

My own sweet wife and I, 
We make Elysium in our love, 

And let the world go by ! 
O, never hearts beat half so light 

With crowned queen or king ! 
O, never world was half so bright 

As is Our fairy ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 

Our world of empire is not large. 

But priceless wealth it holds ; 
A little heaven links marge to marge, 

But what rich realms it folds ! 
And clasping all from outer strife 

Sits Love with folden wing, 
A-brood o'er dearer Iffe-in-life, 

Within our fairy ring. 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 

Thou leanest thy true heart on mine, 

And bravely bearest up I 
Aye mingling Love's most precious wine 

Li life's most bitter cup I 
And evermore the circling hours 

New gifts of glory bring : 
We live and love li^ happy flowers. 

All in our fairy ring, 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 
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We've known a many sorrows, Sweet ! 

We've wept a many. tears, 
And often trod, with trembling feet, 

Our pilgrimage of years ; 
But when our sky gnew dark and wild. 

All closelier did we cling : 
Clouds broke to beauty as you smiled, 

Peace crowu'd our fairy ring. 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 

Away, grim lords of Murderdom I 

Away, O hate and strife I 
Hence, revellers ! reeling drunken from 

Tour feast of human life I 
Heaven shield our little Goshen round 

From iUs that with them spring, 
And never be their footprints found 

Within our fairy ring, 

Dear love ! 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 

But come, ye who the truth dare own, 

Or work in Love's dear name ! 
Come, all who wear the martyr's crown — 

The mystic's robe of flame I 
Sweet souls a Christless world doth doom 

Like birds smote blind to sing I 
For such we'll aye make welcome room 

Within our fairy ring. 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy ring. 
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TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW. 

High hopes that bum'd like stars sublime, 

Go down i' the heavens of Freedom ; 
And trae hearts perish in the time 

We bitterliest need' em ! 
But never sit we down and say 

There's nothing left but sorrow : 
We walk the wilderness to-day, 

The promised land to-morrow. 

Our birds of song are silent now. 

There are no flowers blooming I 
Yet life beats in the frozen bough. 

And Freedom's spring is coming f 
And Freedom's tide comes up alway, 

Though we may strand in sorrow. 
And our good bark, aground to-day, 

Shall float again to-morrow. 

Through all the long, dark night of years 

The people's cry ascendeth. 
And earth is wet with blood and tears, 

But our meek sufferance endeth ! 
The few shall not for ever sway. 

The many moil in sorrow ; 
The powers of hell are strong to-day. 

But Christ shall rise to-morrow. 

Though hearts brood o'er the past, our eyes 

With smiling futures glisten ! 
For lo ! our day bursts up the skies : 

Lean out your souls, and listen I 
The world rolls Freedom's radiant way. 

And ripens with her sorrow: 
Keep heart ! who bear the cross to-day 

Shall wear the crown to-morrow. 
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O, youth ! flame-earnest, still aspire, 

With energies immortal ; 
To many a heaven of desire 

Our yearning opes a portal \ 
And though age wearies by the way, 

And hearts break in the furrow, 
We'll sow the golden grain to-day — 

The harvest comes to-morrow. 

Build, up heroic lives, and ^11 

Be like a sheathen sabre, 
Ready to flash out at God's call, 

O, chivalry of labour ! 
Triumph and toil are twins : and aye 

Joy suns the cloud of sorrow ; 
And 'tis the martyrdom to-day 

Brings victory to-moirow. 



THAT MERRY. MERRY MAY. 

Ah I 'tis like a tale of olden 

Time, long, long ago ; 
When the world was in its golden 

Prime, and Love was lord below ! 
Every vein of Earth was dancing 

With the Spring's new wine ! 
'Twas the pleasant time of flowers, 

When I met you, love of mine I 
Ah ! some spirit sure was straying. 

Out of heaven that day, 
When I met you, Sweet I a-Maying 

In that merry, merry May. 
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Little heart ! it shyly open'd 

Its red leaves' love lore, 
Like the rose that must be ripen'd 

To a dainty, dainty core. 
But its beauties daily brighten, 

And it glooms so dear, — i 

Though a many winters whiten, 

I go Maying all the year. 
And my proud heart will be praying 
^ Blessings on the day, 
When I met you, Sweet ! a-Maying 

In that merry, merry May. 
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SWEET SPIRIT OF MY LOVE. 

Sweet spirit of my love I 
Through all the world we walk apart : 

Thou mayest not in my bosom lie : 
I may not press thee to my heart, 

Nor see love- thinkings light thine eye : 
Yet art thou with me, "All my life 

Orbs out in thy warm beauty's sphere ; 
My bravest dreams of thee are rife. 

And coloured with thy presence, dear. 

Sweet spirit of my love I 
I know how beautiful thou art. 

But never tell the starry thought : 
I only whisper to -my heart, 

" Sh^ lights with heaven thy earthliest spot." j 

And birds that night and day rejoice, 

And fragrant winds give back to me 
A music ringing of thy voice, 

And surge my heart's love-tide to thee. 
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Sweet spirit of my love ! 
The spring and summer bloom bedight, 

That garland Earth with rainbow showers, 
Morn's kissing breath, and eyes of light 

That wake in smiles the winking flowers. 
The air with honey'd fragrance fed, 

The flashing waters, soughing tree, 
Noon's golden glory, simdown red, 

Aye warble into songs of thee. 

Sweet spirit of my love ! 
When Night's soft silence clothes the earth, 

And wakes the passionate bird of love ; 
And stars laugh out in golden mirth. 

And yearning souls divinelier move ; 
When God's breath hallows every spot, 

And, lapp'd in feeling's luxury. 
The heart's break-full of tender thought ; 

Then art thou with me, still with me. 

Sweet spirit of my love I 
T listen for thy footfell, — feel 

Thy look is burning on me, such 
As reads my heart ; I sometimes reel 

And throb, expectant for thy touch I 
For by the voice of woods and brooks, 

And flowers with virgin fragrance wet, 
And earnest stars with yearning looks, 

I know that we shall mingle yet. 

Sweet spirit of my love I 
Strange places on me smile, as thou 

Hadst pass'd and left thy beauty's tints : 
The wild flowers even the secret know, 

* 

And light and shade flash mystic hints. 
Meseems, like olden gods, thou'lt come 

In cloud ; but mine anointed eyes 
Shall see the glory burn through gloom, 

And clasp thee. Sweet I with large surprise. 



1 
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SIR ROBERT'S SAILOR SON. 

Our country hath no need to raise 

The ghosts of glories gone ; 
Such heroes dying in our days, 

Carry the torch-race on. 
Brave blood as bright a crimson gleams, 

Still bums as goodly zeal ; 
The old heroic radiance beams 

In men like William Peel. 

With beautiful bravery clothed on, 

And such high moral grace, 
The flash of rare soul-armour shone 

Out of his noble face ! 
So mild in peace, so stem in war. 

He walkt our English way. 
Just one of Shakspeare's warriors for 

A weary working day. 

His sailors loved him so on deck, 

So cheery was his call, 
They leapt on land, and in his wake 

Followed him, guns and all. 
For, as a battle-brand red-hot. 

His spirit grew and glowed, 
When in his swift war-chariot 

The Avenger rose and rode. 

Sleep, sailor darling, trae and brave. 

With our dead soldiers sleep I 
That so the land you lived to save, 

You shall have died to keep. 
You may have wished the dear sea-blue 

To have folded round your breast, 
But God had other work for you, 

And other place of rest. 
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We tried to reach you with oar wreath 

When living ; but laid low, 
You grow so grand I and after death 

The dearness deepens so I 
To have gone so soon, so loved to have died, 

So young to wear that crown. 
We think ; but with such thrills of pride 

As shake the last tears down. 

Our old Norse fathers speak in you. 

Speak with their strange sea-chann, 
That sets our hearts a-beating to 

The music of the storm. 
There comes a spirit from the deep, 

The salt wind waves its wings. 
That rouses from its inland sleep 

The blood of the old sea kings. 

God rest you, gallant William Peel, 

With those whom England leaves. 
Scattered as still she pHes her steel, 

But God gleans up in sheaves ! 
We'll talk of you on land, on board. 

Till boys shall feel as men. 
And forests of hands clutch at this sword 

Death gives us back again. 



POOR LITTLE WILLIE. 

Poor little WilUe, 

With his many pretty wiles ; 
Worlds of wisdom in his looks, 

And quaint, quiet smiles ; 
Hair of amber, toucht with 

Gold of heaven so brave ; 
All lying darkly hid 

In a workhouse grave. 
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You remember little Willie ; 

Fair and funny fellow I he 
Sprang like a lily 

From the dirt of poverty. 
Poor little Willie I 

Not a friend was nigh, 
When, from the cold world, 

He croucht down to die. 

In the day we wandered foodless, 

Little Willie cried for bread ; 
In the night we wandered homeless, 

Little WilUe cried for bed. 
Parted at the workhouse door. 

Not a word we said : 
Ah, so tired was poor Willie, 

And so sweetly sleep the dead. 

'Twas in the dead of winter 

We laid him in the earth ; 
The world brought in the new year 

On a tide of mirth. 
But, for lost little Willie, 

Not a tear we crave ; 
Cold and hunger cannot wake him 

In his workhouse grave. 

We thought him beautiful, 

Felt it hard to part ; 
We loved him dutifol ; 

Down, down, poor heart I 
The storms they may beat ; 

The winter winds may rave ; 
Little Willie feels not 

In his workhouse grave. 
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No room for little Willie ; 

In the world he had no part ; 
On him stared the Gorgon-eye, 

Through which looks no heart. 
Come to me, said Heaven ; 

And if Heaven will save, 
Little matters though the door 

Be a workhouse grave. 



THE BROKEN IDOL. 

All in our marriage garden 

Grew, smiling up to God, 
A bonnier flower than ever 

Suck'd the green warmth of the sod. 
O, beautiful unfathomably 

Its little life unfurled ! 
Life's crown of sweetness was our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 

From out a gracious bosom 

Our bud of beauty grew ; 
It fed on smiles for sunshine, 

And tears for daintier dew. 
Aye nestling warm and tenderly, 

Our leaves of love were curled 
So close and close about our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 

Two flowers of glorious crimson 

Grew with our Rose of light ; 
Still kept the sweet heaven-grafted slip 

Her whiteness saintly white. 
I' the wind of life they danced with glee. 

And reddened as they whirled ; 
White, white and wondrous grew our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 
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With mystical faint fragrance 
Our house of liie she filled, 

Revealed each hour some fairy tower. 
Where winged hopes might build. 

We saw— thongh none like us might see- 
Such precious promise pearled, 

Upon the petals of our wee 
White Rose of all the world. 

Butevermore the halo 

Of augel-light increased. 
Like the mystery of moonlight 

That folds some (airy feast. 
Snow-white, snow-eoft, snow-silently, 

Our darling bud upcurled. 
And dropt i' the grave — God's lap— our ^ 

White Rose of all the world. 

Our rose was but in blossom ; 

Our life was but in spring ; 
When down the soiemn midnight 

We beard the spirits sing : 
" Another bud of infancy, 

With holy dews impearled ;" 
And in their hands they bore our w^e ■ 

White Rose of all the world. ■--■ 

You scarce could think so small a thing 

Could leave a loss so large ; 
Her little light such shadow tiing. 

From dawn to smiset^s marge. 
In other springs onr life may be 

In bannered bloom unfurled ; 
But never, never match our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 
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EOWLAND BEOWK 



Of these Poems, writes a correspondent to the ** Critic/' ** many 
of them exhibiting gi-eat promise, were written at the early age 
of seventeen f* bat at an earlier period Mr. Rowland Brown was 
known as a contribator of fugitive poetry to several magazines and 
provincial newspapers. In the year 1857, some of these pieces 
were collected in a volume, entitled " Songs of Early Spring," 
"which," says the " Illustrated London News," " are from the pen 
of a native Poet of Lyme Regis ; and although the products of a 
homely muse, are very beautiiiil for the strong home affections 
displayed in them." In the preface to a subsequent collection, 
entitled ** Lily-Leaves," Mr. Rowland Brown informs ns he has 
'* written only in leisure moments, as a recreation after the toils 
of his daily duties ;" and notwithstanding his engagements, besides 
these volumes &vourably received by the People and the Press, he 
is the author of a delightful little book^ semi-historically descrip- 
tive of the pretty wateiing-place in which he was bom ; and if 
what a well-known poet says be true — 

'* We are what winds and waves and waters make ns," 

doubtless to the bold and striking scenery — ^the lofty hills teeming 
with verdure, sloping to the sea, which has endeared it to many 
a lover of the picturesque — we are indebted for those wild but 
sweet snatches of song, scattered over the volumes from which 
we make extracts. We would here acknowledge the courtesy of 
the Publishers, by whose permission we are enabled to reprint 
the pieces, for which music has been suitably arranged by the 
well-known composer, Ricardo Linter, Esq. 
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SUNBEAMS. 

BRIGHTLY the sunbeams are shining ! 

1 hear thee, my beautiful Spring — 
The swallow comes over the mountains 
And woodlands with melodies ring; 
The hawthorn assumes bridal costume, 
Apparelled as Brides e'er should be, 

Whilst birds shower their sweet wedding favours, 

In music from cloudland and tree : 

With such brightness around and above me, 
How joyous existence would be. 
If I only had some one to love me. 
To make Life a Summer for me. 

Love I what is Summer without thee ? 
The roses smile sweetly in vain. 

And we heed not the eloquent voices, 

That whisper in woodland and plain ; 

This beautiful Earth seems less lovely. 

We feel as fix)m Paradise driven, 

But touched with the joy- of its magical wand, 

We ascend to the portals of Heaven ! 
O yes, with this Angel above me, 
How joyous existence would be ! 
O, I only want sojme one to love me, 
To make Life a Summer for me I 

1 have Sisters whose smiles of affection 
Beam on me wherever I roam, 

And Mother, whose sweet word of welcome 
Endeareth Love's fairy-ring. Home ; 



■■ 
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Yet often my spirit feels lonely, 
And often has yearningly sigh'd, 
For one who would love me as fondly 
As Bridegroom his beautiinl Bride. 

O then, with these bright skies above rae, 

How joyous existence would be ! 

O would I could find one to love me — . 

To make Life a Summer for me ! 



>c« 



FIRST LOVE. 

Little, angel-hearted Ella, 

Ever veiy dear must be, 
Memory of that blissful moment 

When I first caught glimpse of thee. 
Childish fancies, sweet, ethereal, 

Clothed her with divinest grace ; 
And the sunrise of my being 

Was the Love-smile on her face ! 

First I saw this little Sybil 

Where the sounds of dancing feet, 
Mingled with the hum of voices 

A^d with music soft and sweet ! 
But ah ! little did I dream, that 

When she lightly pass'd me by, » 
Her sweet Love-smile, to my Spirit's 

Yearning, was a blest reply ! 

Oh 1 the thought of that first meeting — 

It is Memory's pearl of pearls ; 
Now, as then, I dieam I see her 

With her lightly-dancing cm-Is ; 
Which were then so smoothly parted, 

'Cross her brow, with so much care^ 
That methought angelic fingers 

Press'd them, leaving glory there I 
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And her eyes with mirth and mischief 

Beam'd then with exultant light — 
Sweet, too, were her dimpled roses, 

Blossoms of the heart's delight ! 
Bat how little did T dream then 

Of this little Sybil's power. 
She who makes me date Life's morning 

From the sweetness of that hour. 

Yet, ah I well do I remember 

When I asked my God to give 
Something more, to make Earth dearer, 

Something worth the toil to live ! 
Like an Angel in a vision . 

I beheld sweet Ella's form ; 
Bright'ning like a radiant rainbow 

O'er the dark frowns of a storm. 

And a voice so softiy whispered 

That I thought it from above, 
As of some bright Angel, speaking — 

•* Go, teach Ella how to love I" 
Little, merry-hearted darling. 

She has learnt the lesson well — 
This her beaming eye betrayeth 

Better far than lips can tell I 



Like the young Spring, changed to Summer, 

Ella smiles, and happy flowers 
At the sound of her heart-music 

Bloom round Earth's once wintry bowers ! 
God ! I thank Thee, for that moment 

When I first saw Ella mine. 
For her onmipresent beauty 

Turns Life's Water into Wine ! 



fiOWLAND BBOWN. 69 



HIS AND MINE. 

Let her be his in the hoars of pride, of pomp, and 

revelry ; 
Let her be his in courtly crowds of young frivolity, 
'Midst the blaze of the banquet lights, in the hours of 

dance and song ; 
I love her not for tibe admiring gaze of a gay and 

thoughtless throng. 

Let her be his when exultant scorn shall beam from 
her eyes of blue ; 

Let her be his when her warm cheek glows with a 
strange, unnatural hue ; 

Let her be his when thoughtless words from thought- 
less lips may fall ; 

Let her be his when Folly's lamps are a-light in Vanity 
Hall. 

Let her be his, yea let him caress with pride her jewellM 

hand; 
Let her be his when she proudly walks with what the 

world calls grand ; 
Let her be his when the senseless crowd around her 

bend the knee ; 
Let her be his, for 'tis not thus she awakens love in me. 

Let her be his for the transient hours such joys can 

charm the heart : 
Bat, let her be mine when the dreams of night for the 

smiles of mom depart. 
Let her be mine when her heart grows £unt, and weary 

of hollow mirth. 
When her spirit thirsts for a loftier scene, and nobler 

joys of earth. 
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Let her be mine when mocking hands no fading 

garlands wreathe ; 
Let her be mine, when the scattered throng no flattering 

incense breathe ; 
Let her be mine when the thoughts of night ^re passed 

for the deeds of day ; 
Let her be mine when the lips take heed of the tale the 

heart would say. 

Let her be mine in that holy place, to set Love's signet 

ring ; 
Let her be mine when loving hands the bridal roses 

bring; 
Let her be mine when her spirit feels it cannot happief * 

be 
Than to rest in the home she has made in my heart, 

and to live and to die with me. 

Let her be mine in the silent hour, when the Angels 

hover by ; 
Let her be mine when none are near, to hear the 

bosom's sigh; 
Let her be mine when the smile of heaven shall rest on 

her placid brow ; 
Let her be mine when God records her trusting spirit's 

vow. 

Let her be mine in the battle of Life with smiles 

love-deeds to crown ; 
Let her be mine in the trying time when false friends 

on me frown ; 
Let her be mine in the hour of death, to hear my last 

fond prayer ; 
And let her be mine in the worlds of light, to love and 

to bless me there. 
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LOST LOVE. 



Blow on, wild winds ! blow on, which waft 

Yon sails o'er the troubled sea ; 
And would ye could waft o'er the sea of thought 

One joy of the Past to me ! 

The sun that sinks in the crimson West, 
And the stars in the heavens that burn, 

And the smiles of the long-lost flowers of Spring, 
Again shall to earth return ! 

But there's a light that from earth departs, 

And a flower wept o'er in vain ; 
And a star of the life that sets in the heart 

Which never will rise again. 

Blow on, wild winds ! blow on, which waft 

Yon sails o'er the troubled sea ; 
And oh ! that your breath from the sea of the Past 

Could waft my lost Love to me 1 



THE LITTLE MOTHER. 

** Come take us to our Mother's room," 

Two infant orphans said ; 
*' We have not wished her yet * good night,' 

Oh ! take us not to bed !" 

The tears fell from their sister's cheek, 

She led them past the door. 
And whispered, with a mournful voice — 

" Dear Mother is no more." 

" Where is she, then ? Oh ! tell us where 

Our Mother dear is gone I 
She surely loved' us all too well 

To leave us here alone." 
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She's gone to Heaven," the maiden said ; 
*' She watches from the sky ; 
And you shall go, if you are good, 
And see her by-and-by." 

" Oh ! who will be our Mother now T* 

Each little mourner cried ; 
*' I'd rather than our Mother dear 

God took all else beside/' 

She kiss'd their little quivering lips, 

She kiss'd each earnest brow,. 
And whispered with a gentle voice — 

" I'll be your Mother now !" 

Celestial was the smile of love 

That flushed her pallid face ; 
It seem'd as if the Mother's soul 

Took then the Sister's place. 

" Dear little Mother," both replied, 

" We'll love you and obey, 
And pray that God will never more 

Let us a wrong word say. 

" And we will thank Him in our prayer. 

For having kindly given, 
A darling Mother on the earth 

As well as one in Heaven !" 

That night she wrought a Mother's part. 

She wiped their tears away ; 
And led diem to their little room. 

Their evening prayers to say. 

And whilst she watch'd beside the bed, 
And kiss'd them when asleep. 

She heard a voice as if from Heaven-^ 
*' Be faithful — do not weep I" 
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And often wlien 'gainst hoasehold cares 

Her loving heart had striyen, 
Tliis thought her fidling strengtii lenew'd — 

" Mother looks down fix)m Heaven !" 

God give the little Mother strength 

Her heavy lot to bear ; 
Angels, smile on her with delight. 

And tend her with joor care ! 



THE LITTLE GRAVE. 

'* Mother, jon told me when the bell toU'd solemnly 

and slow, 
As we saw the mourners weeping, and old Robin's 

funeral go, 
That the churchyard then so dreary, so flowerless and 

cold. 
Was the last home of the weary, the rest-place for the 

old; 
So I did not fear, for a long, long time, to pass the 

tombstones by,- 
For I knew I was not very old, and thought I could 

not die. 
But, Mother ! 'neath the dark yews where we saw his 

funeral pass, 
I saw, oh! such a little mound, half hidden in the 

grass ; 
And I could not get it out of mind, and when my 

prayers I said, 
I thought of the cold, cold churchyard, and that little 

narrow bed. 
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And then I knew that such as I, Death sometimes 

takes away, 
And if I were not good, I too might in the churchyard 

stay; 
And I pray God will not let me go in the cold, cold 

grass to lie. 
Because I love you, love you so, that 1 do not want to 

die." 



OURSELVES. 

Nay, be not discouraged ; why should you repine, 
Because you your destiny cannot divine ? 
There's One who discerns every secret desire — 
Who knows to what heights of delight you aspire ; 
And be sure all He doeth is done for the best : 
Let contentment then brood like a dove in your breast ; 
For often we grumble with Fortune and Fate, 
When half of our sorrows ourselves we create. 

In vain we may sigh some dear object to gain, 
If we use not the means the desire to obtain ; 
For there's truth in the fable ; and well 'tis I feel 
To trust what old Hercules says of the wheel. 
The pearls may lie deep 'neath the ocean's dark wave. 
But the jewel is only secured by the brave ; 
And victors in Life's mighty battle are still 
Perseverance, with Truth and a resolute Will. 

Oh ! those who preach doctrines of faith without works. 

In their hearts I'm suspicious that indolence lurks ; 

And to drones in the hive I'm a pitiless foe, 

For why should they reap who help never to sow ? 

As for Ul-luck, believe me Exertion and Will 

Are giants of prowess, of conquering skill ; 

And the heart that's in earnest no bars can impede — 

Its certain prerogative is to succeed. 
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Never think of the fearful, the coward's word, " fail ;" 
Nor at Fortune, or Fate, or Society, rail ; 
But jour heart and your actions with faithfulness read. 
And, believe me, you'll find why you do not succeed. 
Wait not then a moment, but strike to the root 
Of the evil, and start on some noble pursuit ; 
And be not unjust when you murmur at fate, 
If half of your sorrows yourself you create. 



SPIRIT ECHOES. 

I LOVE the gems in the crown of Night, 

And I love the pearls of the sea ; 
And the violet-breath of the Spring-time bright, 

Wakes sweet delight in me. 
I love the wild-flowers kiss'd by the breeze, 

And I love the birds on the bough ; 
And I love the whispering leaves of the trees. 
And the dew on the young Morn's brow. 
I love the voice of the child of song. 

Of the wave and the waterfall ; 
But there's One in the glorious world above. 
That I love far more than all ! 

I love the smile of each darling fkce 

That lights with its joys my home ; 
And a mother's and sister's fond embrace, 

That greet me when I come. 
I love the grasp of an honest hand, 
And a true fnepd's kindly word ; 
And I love the sympathizing band 
Whose hearts by a tear are stirr'd. 
I love the sound of my Father's voice. 

And the hps firom which blessings Ml ; 
But there's One in the glorious world above, 
That I love fiur more than all I 
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A MAN. 

I LOVE to see a man, whose acts 

The title does not shame ; 
Whose Ups despise not common sense, 
And on whose brow Intelligence 

Inscribes her glorious name ! 

Bright eyes that flash, indignantly * 

Disdaining jflattenr's dower ; 
With form erect, lire's blasts to brave, 
Too proud to yield himself a slave 
To passion's baneful power. 

A mind with useful knowledge stored 

In Truth and Virtue strong ; 
With smiles of love upon his cheek, 
And lips that know not how to speak 
A falsehood or a wrong ! 

A soul that feels its destiny 

Is not alone for Earth ; 
Who counts not birth or ancestry, 
But patents his nobility 

By deeds of highest worth ! 

No cringing suppliant for gain 

Beneath a tyrant's rod ; 
But with an independent heart, 
Resolves to nobly act the part 

Design'd for Mm by God. 

This is the man I love to see. 

Deserving honour, fame ; 
The heir of immortality, 
Who elevates Humanity, 

And dignifies its name ! 
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THE SWALLOW. 

Thou'rt come again, oh! bonnie bird! with joy we 

welcome thee, 
Who, borne on hope's exultant wings, hast crossed the 

billowy sea ; 
But wherefore didst thou come to us from brighter 

lands than ours ? 
Say, was it love that made thee fly back to thy native 

bowers? 

Thou comest fh)m a sunny dime, where the soft 

zephyr's sigh 
Wafls the sweet scent of orange-flowers beneath a 

cloudless sky ; 
Where, like a brilliant shower of pearls, down many a 

grotto's side. 
With music sweet as sweetest song, the crystal waters 

glide. 

Who taught thee that those skies would change — the 

breezes chilling blow, 
The waters that in sunshine gleamed would frozen cease 

to flow ? 
Could not those scenes of joyous life prevail on thee to 

stay? 
Who taught thee that, though beautiful, the flowers 

would soon decay ? 

Sweet bM, thou heard'st the voice of Him who does 

our lives sustain ; 
'Twas God who bade thee rest not there, but come to 

us again: 
And underneath the frowning skies, above the babbling 

wave, 
With strength He nerved thy flattering wingpBy He made 

thee bold and brave. 
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And now thy voyage is safely past, blest emblem of His 

care, 
Thou teachest us of transient scenes and changes to 

beware ; 
Upheld by Truth on Life's dark sea, to brave the 

battling blast. 
If we would hope in Heaven to find a resting-place at 

last. 

Then welcome home, oh, bonnie bird! with joy I 

welcome thee, 
Thy journey o'er the pathless deep sweet hope has 

given to me : 
The world from which I fly, though bright, I feel is 

fading too, 
So teach me, God, to hear Thy voice, and like this bird 

be trae I 



MOTHER. 

" Father who art in Heaven " — how oflen rise 
These words in invocation to the skies ; 
Yet there are kindred words, almost as dear, 
Mother and Home — how swiftly through the ear 
They pass into the heart, awaking there 
Perchance some simple hymn, or words of prayer 
Taught long, long years ago — words that have risen • 
And saved the child from the grim Tempter's snare. 
With their sweet breathings of the bliss of Heaven ! 
Oh I my own Mother's smile, and gentle word, 
Oflen when absent, I have seen and heard 
As in a dream : to which such spells are given, 
That I can never own a fellow-worker. Brother, 
Whose lips can lightly breathe the sacred name of 
Mother ! 
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MOURNING. 

It does not seem a year ago our Darling passed away, 

The grief remains so fresh within, it seems but yester- 
day: 

And the thought like heartless mockery sounds — " 'Tis 
now a year ago, 

And time to put aside again the outward signs of woe," 

Alas ! what folly is the change ! Can Earth in winter 

drear 
Put on a robe of radiant light beside the old year's 

bier ? 
Oh, no ! it wears no tinted robes, till springing from 

the tomb, 
Type of the resurrection mom. Spring wears a crown of 

bloom. 

Nor would I change these signs of woe, till Death be 

passed away. 
Till o'er the darkness of the heart shall dawn the 

brighter day ; 
And then when tears will never drop upon a fallen leaf, 
For spotless robes of righteouness I'd change this garb 

of grief I 

I cannot put this mourning off, poor emblem though 

it be. 
Of sorrow far too deep for tears, or human sympathy ; • 
E'en though a year be passed since I beheld the loved 

depart. 
For who can put the moui^iing off that hangs about the 

heart? 
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CHRISTMAS. 

Well may we welcome Christmas, with soDg and 

chime of bells, 
For round the hearts of all on earth he casts his mystic 

spells ; 
He opens with the magic key of kindness every heart, 
And smilas to see the memory of sorrows past depart ; 
He comes with mirth and laughter, with carol and with 

glee. 
And the gladdest time of all the year is Christmas-time 

to me. 

I love to hear kind voices I I love to see bright eyes I 
I love to hear from joyous bells the gladsome pagans 

rise: 
And when the snow is on the ground, and biting winds 

blow cold, 
To sit beside the glad fireside, where social tales are 

told; 
To feel the blessed influence of Love and Friendship's 

reign, 
When those that long have parted been unite with joy 

again. 

Oh yes! I do love Christmas, for nothing seems too 

high, 
And nothing seems too lowly for the love-glance of his 

eye: 
A true republican is he, the friend of equal right, 
Who advocates fraternity, and propagates delight : 
And for the aged and the poor, how earnestly he pleads, 
Whilst every moment of his life is fraught with kindly 

deeds. 
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Come hang, then, ap the mistletoe (true olive-branch), 

that Peace 
May bless our paths with pleasantness, and give our 

joys increase ; 
And let us too, like Christmas, come the suffering 

world to cheer, 
.To help the poor disconsolate, to wipe the mourner's 

tear; 
Yes, let us each one make a vow to do whate'er we can 
To solace in adversity the sufferings of man. 



THE RED-BREAST. 

The bleak wind blows on the hill-side, 

The flowers and the swallows are gone. 
And the willow weeps over the rill-side. 

As the stream flows coldly on ; 
But the little Redbreast, a welcome guest, 

Sits alone on the top of the vane, 
And sings, as he turns to North, South^ East, and West, 

This gay and this cheerful strain — 

" Oh ! the wind of the South, the wind of the South, 

Brings many a joy I know. 
As it gaily sips, with amorous lips, 

The sweets from the flowers below ; 
And the wind of the West brings treasures blest 

To the woods and the leafy bowers, 
As it shouts aloud to the drifting cloud 

To give up its silver showers ; 
But the wind from the cold North-east blows now. 
And, oh ! it brings many a joy I trow. 

Cheer up, cheer up I for the wind of the North 
I love to hear it rush proudly forth ; 
It brings the blush to the holly-tree. 
And makes warm hearts more kind to me. 
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When r^n descends, false summer friends 

From woods and the forest flee ; 

But ye know, ye know, when North winds blow, 

Ye have a true friend in me ! * 

And it brings, with the snow, to the fire a glow, 

And many a laugh 'neath the mistletoe ; 

Then cheer up, <£eer up, while the North winds blow. 

For they bring us a many delights I trow !" 



MY FAVOURITE NAME. 

There is a sweetly simple name, 

Which hath a mystic spell, 
Unknown to Fortune or to Fame, 

Yet Memory guards it well. 
'Tis graven deep in letters bright. 

Upon that secret scroll, 
Where none but Love's blest names are traced — 

The tablet of the Soul ! 

I never feel it on my lips 

In hours of toil or pain, 
But thoughts of Peace, like violets smile. 

When bless'd with April rain : 
And, oh I enshrined with jealous care, 

This Talisman within — 
Has kept me in Temptation's hour 

From many a snare of sin. 

Blest is the heart, to whom a name 

So favoured has been given, 
As hers, which first, on bending knee, 

I breathe in prayer to Heaven. 
For, oh I this is the star of Thoughts, 

Which sheds a light divine — 
This name so very dear, will soon 

Be garlanded with mine. 



^^^t^^^^w^mr. u ji I vo' 



C 83 ) 



EDWAED CAPERN. 



Mr. Capern is, perhaps, better known as the Postman-Poet. 
He worthily takes a place among the best of the Poets of Labour ; 
and, as one of his ciitics observes, to appreciate his poetry we 
must not lose sight of his life : — ^* The iron hand of adversity has 
been laid heavily upon him, but he has borne it manfully ; and 
his genius has found a way to lighten its burden. His occupation 
leads him into the midst of some of the fairest scenery in the 
picturesque county of Devon, and amongst a rural and toil-worn 
population, by whom the * postman ' is welcomed, and, we may 
say, beloved. This communing with Nature stamps on, him 
vivid impressions, and his ' poet's pen turns them to shape,' in 
ready and harmonious verse, while the springs of philanthropy 
in his soul are freely opened by his intercourse with the sunple* 
minded cottagers with whose lives he is familiar." To Mr. 
W. H. Rock, a gentleman whd possesses rare instinct for the dis- 
covery and appreciation of genius, belongs the honour of intro^ 
ducing the Postman to the Public. To the beautiful volume, from 
which we are permitted to make extracts, is prefixed a biography, 
from which we obtain many interesting particulars concerning 
Mr. Capern, who, but a year or two since, unknown as a Poet, 
was engaged as a rural letter-carrier, distributing the mail, 
through a discursive walk of thirteen miles daily, including Sun- 
days ; for which his salary was ten shillings and sixpence per 
week I His volume, however, has proved a distinguished success ; 
and by the sale of his writings, an increase of salary from the 
Post-office authorities, and a pension from Government, his cir- 
cumstances are deservedly improved. But Mr. Capern can tell' 
the story of his life, and the pleasure he makes of labour, fax 
better than we ; therefore we leave him to speak for himself; and 
we are sure our readers will endorse the opinion of Mr. Walter 
Savage Landor, ** that some of his verses ai'e equal to the best of 
Bums'." 
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THE RURAL POSTMAN. 

O, THE postman's is as pleasant a life 

As any one's, I trow ; 
For day by day he wendeth his way, 
Where a thousand wildlings grow. 
He marketl} the date of the snowdrop's birth, 

And knows when the time is near 
For white scented violets to gladden the earth, 

And sweet primrose groups t' appear. 
He can show you the spot where the hyacinth wild 

Hangs out her bell blossoms o' blue ; 
And tell where the celandine's bright-eyed child 

Fills her chahce with honey dew. 
The purple-dyed violet, the hawthorn, and sloe, 

The creepers that trail in the lane. 
The dragon, the daisy, and clover-rose, too. 

And buttercups gilding the plain ; 
The foxglove, the robert, the gorse, and the thyme. 

The heather and broom on the moor. 
And the sweet honeysuckle that loveth to dimb 

The arch of the cottager's door. 
He knoweth them all, and he loveth them well, 

And others not honour'd with fame. 
For they hang round his life like a beautiful spell, 

And light up his path with their flame. 
O, a pleasant life is the postman's life 

And a fine cheerful soul is he, 
For he'll shout and sing like a forest king, 

On the crown of an ancient tree. 
Heigho ! I come and go. 

Where the Lent lily, speedwell, and dog-rose blow, 
Heigho ! and merry, O ! 

Where hawkweeds, and trefoils, and wild peas grow. 
Heigho ! Heigho I 
As pleasant as May-time, and light as a roe. 
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O, the postman's is as happy a life 

As any one's, I trow ; 
Wand' ring away where dragon-flies play, 

And brooks sing soft and slow ; 
And watching the lark as he soars on high. 

To carol in yonder cloud ; 
" He sings in his lalwur, and why not I ?" 

The postman sings aloud. 
And many a brace of humble rhymes 

His pleasant soul hath made, 
Of birds, and flowers, and happy times, 
In sunshine and in shade. 
The harvester, smiling, sees him pass, 

" How goes the war ?" quoth he ; 
And he stayeth his sc)'the in the com or grass. 

To learn what the news may be. 
He honours liie good, both rich and poor, 
And jokes witii each rosy-faced maid ; 
He nods at the aged dame at the door, 

And patteth each urchin's head. 
And little he thinks as he whistling goes, 

To the march of some popular tune. 
That beauty grows pale at the tramp of his shoes. 

And sometimes as rosy as June. 
O, a happy lad is the rural post. 

And a right loyal servant, I ween ; 
For let a proud foe but threaten a blow, 
He shouteth " Hurrah for the Queen !" 
Heigho ! I come and go, 
Where the mountain ash and the alder grow. 
Heigho ! I come and go. 
With a smile on my cheeks and a ruddy glow. 

O, the postman's is as merry a life 

As any one's, I trow ; 
Waking the hill with his musical trill, 

From its crown to the base below. 
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For he windeth his horn where the blushing mom 

First kisseth the green earth wide, 
And snuffeth the breeze where the nodding trees 

Stand strong in their forest pride. 
He heareth the bee in the broad oak tree, 

In quest of its honey-clad leaves, 
And marks with delight when swallows alight 

To build 'neath the cottager's eaves. 
When forest tribes sing till green valleys ring 

With the soul -stirring music they make, 
His spirit as free as the fetterless sea, 

Chants out o'er the meadow and brake. 
When making his call at a nobleman's hall, 

In garments bespattered and rude, 
He thinks that sound health is the best of all wealth, 

With a spirit in love with the good. 
Full many a heart with a paper-wing'd dart, 

Hath he wounded in Cupid's employ ; 
And trumpet-tongued Fame says that Hymen's bright 
flame 

Is fed by the honest old boy. 
I'm welcome, he singeth, whenever I go, 

When buds or bright blossoms appear. 
At autumn-tide too, when golden tints glow. 

And most when old Christmas is near. 
Heigho ! I come and go, 
WiSi the black seal of Death, and young Love's 

bow; 
Heigho ! I come and go, 
With a smile for each joy and a te^ for each woe. 



O, the postman's is as blessed a life 

As any one's, I trow. 
If leaping the stile, o'er many a mile, 

Can blessedness bestow. 
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If tearing yonr way through a tangled wood, 

Or drawing your limbs through a lawn — 
If wading knee-deep through an angry flood, 

Or a ploughed field newly sown, — 
If sweating big drops 'neath a burning sun, 

And shiv'ring 'mid sleet and snow ; 
If drench'd to the skin with rain, be ftm. 

And can a joy bestow ! 
If toiling away through a weary week 

(No six-day week, but seven). 
Without one holy hour to seek 

A resting-place in heaven,— 
If hearing the bells ring Sabbath chimes, 

To bid us all repah* 
To church (as in the olden times), 

And bend the knee in prayer, — 
If in those bells he hears a voice; 

" To thy delivery, 
" God says to every soul, ' Rejoice,' 

" But, postman, not to thee." 
O, the postman's is a blessed life. 

And, sighing heavily, 
" Ha, Ha !" he'll say, " alack-a-day, 

•* Where's Britain's piety ?" 
Heigho ! I come and go, 
Through the muck and miry slough ; 
Heigho I I come and go, 
Heavy at heart, and weary O. 
Heigho! Heigho! 

Does any one pray for the postman ? — No, 
No! no! no! no! 
Or he would not be robb'd of his Sabbath so. 



■*o*- 
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THE TKIOMPH OF ENEROT. 

" Up !" cried the great NapoleoD, 

" O'er jionder hills I go; 
I know DO word ' Impossible ;' 

Up, FTeocLmen, up and do 1" 
And how tbey climbed the Alpine heights. 

And cut tt^ir passage through. 
Is writ in characters sublime 

On the eternal snow. 
" Up !" shoQted conqaeriog Wellington, , 

At &moas Waterloo ; 
" Up, up, my Quatds I my Britons, np ! 

And \ay the foemen low." 
Away, away, o'er heaps of sl^, 

His mighty warriors sped, 
And, ere another morning dawned. 

The " Invincibles" lay dead. 
Up, up! ye men of nobler soul. 

Who cope with moral ill ; 
Ye men of bead, ye men of heart. 

Ye men of iron' will. 
Up I penetrate each den of woe ; 

Explore the shades of night ; 
Nor cease until you leave behind 

A track of brighter light. 



WHtlllE HAST THOU BEEN, MT BEAUTIFUL SPRING? 

VVHKEEhast thoa been, my beautiful Spring? 
To the stJtTV south, on the swallow's wing; 
Kissing the little kidnapped slave. 
Ere bore away on the deep blue wave ; 
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Brushing the tear from the mother's cheek. 
As she wept for her child at Mozambique ? 
Else whence comest thou with this potent charm, 

Chaining the winds to the frigid zone, 
Making the breast of Nature warm, 

And stilling old Winter's undertone ? 

Where hast thou been, my beautiiiil Spring ? 

Away with the honey-bee wandering. 

Sipping the nectar of famed Cashmere, 

Sporting amid the Turk's parterre, 

Quaffing warm Araby's balmy breeze, 

And spicy scents of the Ceylonese ? 

Else whence comest thou with thy odorous breath, 

Chafing the cheek to a rosy bloom. 
And scattering the poisonous air of death, 

By flinging abroad a rich perfume ? 

Where hast thou been, my beautiful Spring ? 

Up, 'mid Heaven's music revelling ? 

For the tones of thy song from the greenwood bush. 

The lark in the sky, and the mountain thrush. 

Speak as if it were given to thee 

To list to seraphic minstrelsy. 

Ay, there thou hast been. Not sunny France, 

Or old Italia's land of song, 
Can furnish such notes for the Poet's dance, 

As the melody poured from thy musical tongue. 

Where hast thou been, my beautiful Spring ? 
Flacking rich plumes from the paroquet's wing, 
Robbing the clouds of their rainbow crest, 
Bathing thyself in the glorious west, 
Robing thy form in the peacock's hues, 
And gathering pearls from the orient dews ? 
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Else whence comest thou, with this proud array 
Of beauties to sprinkle the rCisset wood, 

These Lent-lilies bending as if to pray. 

And hyacinths fringing the marge of the flood ? 

And tell me whence cometh, my beautiful Spring, 
Each star of the earth, each odorous thing. 
These white-ruffled daisies with golden-dipped eyes, 
These buttercups gleaming like summer-lit skies, 
These violets adorned with rich purple and blue. 
These primroses fragrant and innocent too ; 
And lastly, the sweetest and richest, I ween, 

Of all thy fair daughters, my beautiful Spring, 
The buddings that stud all thy pathways with green, 

Say, where were they gathered to shake from thy 
wing ? 



FOSTER GENIUS. 

Foster Genius ; ye who love it. 

Train the shoot of native skill : 
Ye can ne'er be genius-makers. 

Yet ye may direct the will. 
Ye can turn the stream which wanders 

In an unfrequented way, 
Till it through a country peopled 

Rolls, a blessing every day. 
Ye can make the droopmg spirit. 

Cooped up, like a cloistered nun. 
Stretch her pinions like an eagle. 

Soar, and gaze upon the sun. 

Foster Genius, e'en the humblest ; 

*Tis a little jewel rare : 
Purest gold, and gems most precious, 

Ofb the coarsest covering wear. 



• J 
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Rills, too small for swans to bathe in, 

May refresh a tiny lark ; 
And the light of smallest taper 

Can illuminate the dark. 
See, that little spark ignoble 

Sets a forest all on fire : . 
Emblem true of low-bom genius, 

Ever seeking to aspire. 

Foster Genius, scatter blessing ; 

'Tis a high and noble deed ; 
Tis a privilege. Ye shall gather 

Crops from all its scatteied seed. 
Foster Genius, Heaven demands it, 

Since it kindled first the fiame. 
Birds were never made for caging, 

Souls are made for flight and fame. 
Watt may thank his steaming kettle, 

BoNTAN thank his prison hole. 
Daisies nursed a Burns's fancy, 

Apples taught a Newton's soul. 

Foster Genius, and the aoom 

Shall become a tree of strength : 
Mighty things from small have risen ; 

Corals stretch an island's length. 
Foster Genius, let collision 

Bring the latent spark to view ; 
And, as true men, ever render 

Honour where reward is due. 
Foster Genius, science asks it ; 

Lightning words now travel frc^ ; 
But she* points us to the future, 

When a thought shall span a sea. 



Honour GeDins, men of England, 
And your country's osme shall live : 

Enow, ye are more blessed in giving 
Than yoar brothers who receive. 

Foster it, and you siiall witness 

In this age a wonder wrought ; 
Moral force shall be the weapon, 

Which shall battle do for thought 
Give the people education. 

Train the shoot of native skill. 
True I ye can't be gemus-makers. 

But ye can direct the will. 
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Mbs. caeoline giffaed phillipson. 



The accomplished writer of the following acceptable oootributioDs 
to these pages is the authoress of a delightftil volume of Poetrj 
entitled " Lonely Hours," a metrical romance entitled '* Eva," 
and several deservedly esteemed and well-known works of fiction. 
The chief characteristics of Mrs. Phillipson's writings are el^;anoe 
of expression and chastity of thought. Of her first volume, writes 
a distinguished critic, ^* we only perform a mere act of justice 
when we assert that had such poetry as this been produced at the 
period when L. E. L. won her fame, even that celebrated authoress 
would have run great risk of her laurels." From " Eva, and 
other Poems,*' which well deserve the high encomiums they have 
received, we are enabled to give an extract. 
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INVOCATION. 

Art thou near me, my beloved? Can I speak with 

thee? 
Howsoever far removed thou art all to me ! 
When the moon's soft silver cloud-light mantles o'er 

the world, 
Then I see thee in Heav'n's starlight with thy winfgs 

unfurl' d. 
Breezily thy whisp'ring accents murmur to my heart. 
Telling of the realms of rapture where I feel thou art. 
Can my low, sad tones ascending pierce the mystic 

space 
That doth veil the angel-beauty of that form and fece ? 
Are.my falt'ring prayers borne upwards to th' Almighty's 

throne? 
Will they win an answ'ring blessing ? Tell me this, 

mine own ! 
Oh ! I hear the wings of angels flapping downwards 

through the gloom : 
And their starry eyes do chide me that I, earth-bom, 

should presume 
Thus to question of a spirit what the future hath in 

store; 
And they shame me into silence with their mute 

reproaches, more 
Than the conscience-tones within me, which, howe'er I 

strive to still, 
Mutter contradictions ever to my hard determin'd will. 
I can see them — they are strangers, and they know me 

not, perchance, — 
Wherefore art thou not amongst them ? come to bless 

me with thy glance ; 
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With the love-light kindling ever' in those wrapt 

immortal eyes, 
Which had depths of beauty telling that their home 

was in the skies ; 
With that smile, whose lovely sunshine cloth'd the 

darkest scenes with light, 
Till it vanished, like the Day-God giving place to hues 

of night : 
He himself to shine far brighter in another sphere than 

this, 
E'en as tkou didst pass from 'mongst us to thy i^eless 

home of bliss. 
There amidst the host of Heaven triumphantly to 

dwell, 
Joining in the angel-chorus which eternally doth swell. 
TfwUf whose tones were as the music borne in summer 

o'er the lea, 
Ringing throughout our souls with strange mysterious 

harmony ; 
Until we felt thou hadst a being far above us all. 
Until we waited breathlessly to hear the spirits call. 
Knowing that this poor sinful earth could be no home 

for one 
Whose glorious immortal life already seem'd begun. 
Art thou too high amongst them all to look again 

below? 
Wilt thou not answer to my call, so piercing in its 

woe? 
Or must I wait, and watch and pray till the lasl hour 

be near. 
And from this weary, wasted sight earth's shadows 

disappear ? 
Then, my beloved, thou perchance may'st meet these 

eyes once more. 
And bear me on thy angel wings to the eternal shore I 
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THE MEETING OF WINTER AND SPRING. 

Winter and Spring both met one day» 

She with her sunny air, 
And warm bright snidle that might chase away 

The stonn-douds ev'rywhere. 
Dancing up with her sparkling eyes, 

And step untam'd and free, 
" Winter," she cried, *• without disguise 

I fain would speak with thee I" 

With a fipowning brow the old man turn'd 

Towards the maiden young and &ir : 
Strange was the light in his eye that bum'd 

And frigid his stolid air. . 
With an angry tone he bade her speak 

The words that she fain would say. 
For the Sun was warm on his frozen cheek. 

And he knew he must pass away. 

Not long was her talk with the hoary sage. 

Nor many the words she said. 
But she made it clear, at his Ming age, 

He'd better be off to bed. 
" And mind that your sleep is both long and still, 

Old man," said the laughing maid, 
" For I come with my trsdn over valley and hill, 

And they must not be delay'd !" 

* " Not quite so quick, feir Spring," he cried, 

" Though the flowers are all upspringing. 
And the Httle birds by the brooklet's side 

In a choral band are singing. 
And even the buds on the old elm tree 

Are dreaming of bursting forth, 
I have still a vassal that's true to me. 

The cold wind from the North I 
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*' He shall blow o'er the land with his blighting breath, 

Shall wither the buds and flowers, 
And scatter the seeds of disease and death 

O'er this lovely world of ours ! 
I know I must go to my silent bed, 

Then wake in a far-off clime, 
And 80 must you also give way," he said, 

" To the scorching summer time I" 

With a fairy toss of her beauteous head, 

And a smile still light and gay. 
As though she had nothing to fear or dread, 

The maiden tripped away. 
" If my life is short, it is glad," she cried, 

** And rd not exchange with any. 
For afar and near, through the world so wide, 

I*m the love and the hope of many ! 

" The dullest eye when it sees me come 

Loses its mournful light, 
And the saddest heart, all care and gloom, 

For a time grows warm and bright. 
Though I lay the young in my arms to rest, 

I brighten their grassy bed, 
And who would not raliier be early blest 

Than live on when youth has fled ?" 



■•o*- 



WHAT AM I NOW TO THEE ? 

What am I now to thee ? The early day 
From out the starry bed of silent night 

Rises as flresh and glorious — though away 
I wander far from thy obscured sight ! 

H 
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And to thy heart the music of the bird 

Thrills jost as gladly as it thrill'd thee when 

We two, with joy untold, its cadence heard, 

Wandering, all one in soul, through wood and glen ! 

Nor doth the dewy eve, with mystic power, 
Descending softly from the sunset sky, 

Bring thee sweet mem'ries of one vanish*d hour 
To hush the sounds of mirth still floating by ! 

Nor the wild waves which break upon the shore, 
Deep-ton'd and solemn, wake within thy soul 

High, holy thoughts, which ever, evermore, 
When we two commun'd, held us in control. 

*^ Then what am I ; and what ait thou to me 7" 
Alas ! I murmur through the hours so lonely. 

As summer*s perfum'd breath steals o'er the lea. 
Bat a vague thought — a distant mem'iy only ! 

And yet, belov'd— beloved as of yore. 

Or why these tears that blot the snowy page ? 

And why thfe vain r^rets that evermore 

Turn towards the past, as to some goldoi age ? 

O that cor souls could meet ! tliat, in the light 
Of some mysterious and all-perfect day. 

We yet might read each other's hearts az^t, 
Then do I feel thai space would melt away. 

But no ! upon our paths no second Sun, 

Clothed in beauty, ever may arise. 
Till the long journey of this lijfe is done. 

And fiiend me^s friend in worids bejond the ^des. 

Then will the quesdon, '< What ait thou to me?" 
Be fully answered to the yeamii^ heart, 

And thou wilt know the bve I bore for thee 
livVi on thnMtth iiie, of life its^'a part! 



CAROLINE GIFFARD PHILLIFSON. 99 

EULALIE. 

Beneath the shadow of the trees 

She laid her down to rest, 
And sad, and weary thoughts like these 

Were folded in her breast. 

** The Summer is departing. 
But still its last glad ray, 
Beams on the mountain's lofty brow, 
Crystals the ocean's spray ! 

'' And the glad birds lift their voice in song 
From ivied bush and tree. 
As though content to feel it pass — 
Not so, not so with me I 

** For it beareth on its wings away 
All that I cherish best ; 
The love that made this dull earth seem 
A spot of joy and rest. 

'* The hopes that bore my spirit on 
Across Life's chaugeful tide : 
Glad thoughts that soar'd on radiant wing 
Brighter than all beside. 

*^ 1 will it come again, again ? 

I will it bring to me, 

When the winter of the year is past, 
What most I long to see ? 

•' I know the flowers will bud once more, 

1 know the grass will spring. 

And the golden com wave in the fields, 
And little skylarks sing 1 

** But will the heart estranged now 
Grow kind and true again ? 
Will memories of doubt and change 
Be banished from my brain ? 
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'* And the sweet, sweet smile that rested once, 
Like sunshine on the face, 
Ere an angry feeling came to cloud. 
Resume its wonted place ? 

** O Autumn ! if this may not be, 
Within thy quiet arms, 
I pray thee, fold me up in peace, 
Death ev'ry sting disarms ! 

" And my spirit dreads the burden 
Of the heavy winter snow. 
Like the cares and trials of the world 
Freezing the heart below. 

'* I have no strength to battle on, 
No courage, like a rock, 
Jo bid me stand unmov'd against 
Griefs mighty ocean-shock I 

*^ Like the dew that glistens on the earth 
Through the soft starry night, 
So would I pass, and leave no trace 
Of Life's too hasty flight ! 

" But, Summer, when thy perfum'd breath 
Steals o'er the flow'ry land. 
Brighten the heart of him I love 
With smiles serene and bland« 

" Whisper to him, as once to me, 
Of love, and joy, and faith ; 
But banish far all thoughts of change, 
Deceit, despair, and death I 



(t 



Let my name come as in a dream 
Across the yearning breast, 

Soothing iwth holiest sympaljiy, 
Lulling each pang to rest. 
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'^ I would not that one heart should know 
The aching grief of mine, 
Unlov'd, unwept for as I am, 
Let me in peace decline I" 

The soft breeze pass'd her with a sigh, 

It stirr'd the sleeping flowers, 
And woke a strain of melody 

Throughout the summer bowers. 

The bee flew by on buzzing wing, 

The sunbeams gaily glanced, 
And waters from a neighb'ring spring 

Upon their bright course danced. 

But with dim eye and brow of care 

Poor Eulalie still lay. 
Her gaze fix'd on the empty air, 

Her heart far, far away I 

MUSINGS. 

Drearily, yes drearily, 

Pass the long, long evening hours, 
Though the summer sky is clear and high. 

And the earth is gay with flowers. 
And a thousand piercing voices thrill 

In music through the soul, 
Softly and sweetly spiritual 

On doth their cadence roll. 

Upwards they bear us, upwards 

To the celestial gate 
Where the white-rob'd angel-guards 

Upon their Lord do wait. 
But the closed portals may not ope 

E'en to their seraph song. 
And droop the rainbow wings of Hope, 

Scarce bearing us along. 



102 POETICAL SOUVENIR, 

As down to Earth once more we ftll, 

Down to this lesser world, 
Where the spirit held in deadlj thrall 

Lies with its leaves npcorrd I 
Where the fragrance of each early thought 

Dies on the tainted air, 
And on each shadowy brow is wrought 

The image of despair ! 

Say, do we struggle vainly 

With the hosts of Sin that sweep 

Like huge waves on their mighty way 
' Over the restless deep, 

Submei^ing ev'ry spark of good 
Beneath their hated pow'r, 

The shafls of evil scarce withstood 
E'en for one little hour ? 

Or is it only for a while 

We bend beneath their wrath ? 
And shall once more God's loving smile 

Illume Life's rugged path. 
Like the golden beuns that meet the sight 

When the morning sun looks down. 
In the purple clouds of th^ dewy night, 

Set, like a radiant crown ! 

There are moments when it seemeth 

Life is too short for pain, 
When the Holy Spuit streameth 

Full on the heart and brain, 
Till each earth-spell withdraweth 

From the shrinking heart's recess. 
And Mercy's self restoreth 

Sweet dreams of happiness ! 
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Alas ! that they are fleeting 

Like the glorious things of earth, 
Like Love's impassion'd greeting, 

And Childhood's blessed mirth. 
Like the first green on the tender leaves 

Of the earlj-budding trees, 
When the wak'ning Earth firesh life receives 

From the Spring's soft perfum'd breeze I 

There are drops in our mortal cup 

That are nectar to the lip. 
But Life's hot sun soon dries them up, 

Ere their sweets we've time to sip, 
And the bitter alone remaineth 

To be quafTd midst grief and pain, 
Till the worn heart in death obtaineth 

Its freedom and peace again. 

So wearily, yes wearily. 

The long hours wander by, 
Though our hearts upspring on the breeze's wing 

At times to realms on high. 
Borne down by care to this lower air. 

We struggle in vain for bliss, 
A maiden rare, she is all too fair 

To be long in a world like this I 



I AM THINKING OF THE PLEASANT DAYS. 

I AM thinking of the pleasant days 

When I was a happy child ; 
When Sol could cheer with his golden rays 

And the Springs were sofb and mild. 
The woods with their wondrous wealth of flowers 

Were all in all to me, 
And dreamily pass'd the long bright hours 

Under the sweet lime tree I 
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I was not what most young children seeni> 

An image of mirth and fun j 
I loved to gaze on the skies, and dream 

Better than any one. 
The Evening Star, as it rose so clear, 

In the thin transparent sky, 
And the Moon's pale beauty was ever dear, 

To my upward-turning eye I 

The world, with its host of cares and fears, - 

Was a thing unknown to me. 
Not even dreamt of, till later years 

Bade childhood's visions flee ; 
And the warning tones that whisper'd still 

Of its paths of, woe and pain, 
In my spirit's depths so calm and still 

Were echoed not again. 

Those were happy* hours, when Peace alone 

Reigned in the guiltless breast, 
And Joy sat calmly upon her throne. 

Encircled bv love and rest. • 
Ere the blighting touch of the world's cold hand 

Had wiAer'd tlie spirit's bloom. 
Or one warning voice from a distant strand 

Breathed of decay or gloom ! 

God was nearer then to our sunny hearts 

Than, alas I He seemeth now ; 
As the fragrance of early faith departs 

With the child-light from the brow. 
The shadows of earth rise up between 

Our souls and His image calm, 
And seldom we feel in our hearts, I ween. 

The breath of His love, like balm. 
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We seek Him now amidst doubts and fears 

As we sought Him then in bliss, 
But our eyes are blinded by falling tears 

For some vanished happiness. 
And our thoughts too often lingering on 

'Midst the Earth's dim tainted bowers, 
Whilst our lips breathe prayer from whose fount is gone 

The freshness of earlier hours ! 



THE UNWELCOME ONE. 

Am I far from thee ? Not in thought, 

For over land and sea. 
Without a guide to where thou art, 

That ceaseless carries me. 
The dense forest may not hide thee 

With its deep o'erhanging gloom, 
Nor the watery waste beside thee. 

To bid me thence presume. 

Dost thou not feel my presence 

Nearer and nearer grow ? 
Like the dark cloud en mem'ry 

O'ershadowing thy brow. 
Till a cold shudder creeping 

Right through thy fever'd frame, 
Tells of the tears I'm weeping 

O'er the Deceiver's name. 

O I there's no morning sunshine 

I have not shar'd with thee, 
Though distant be tby joyous home. 

Far over mount and sea. 
The shadows of the moonlight 

Salute me with their ray. 
And I see thee gazing on their beams 

Though thou art hx away* 
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Hast thou Dot heard a whisper 

Sweep through the rustling trees. 
When ^e quiet of the Summer's eve 

Was stirr'd by sudden breeze ? 
'Twas my spirit floating near thee. 

Viewless, yet unconfin'd. 
Thought bears it ever onwards, 

Linking us mind to mind. 

I've seen thee start and tremble, 

And felt thy cheek grow pale, 
And a strange light quiver in thine eye 

Like lightning on a sail. 
As the broken ties that bound us once, 

No more to be united, 
Frail as those fiuthless vows of thine, 

111 kept, though fondly plighted — 

Burst on thy memory again. 

And the light wind's airy tone. 
Thrilling the bosky woods around. 

Murmured of hours long gone. 
Oh ! dream not that my spirit 

Will ever part from thine. 
For indissoluble are ties 

That round its heartstrings twine. 

I'm with thee at the banquet, 

I see thee in thy mirth, 
And for me there lives, no other form 

Upon the peopled earth. 
Fm with thee when thy lov'd one 

Kneels by thv side in prayer ; 
In thy chamber s peaceful solitude, 

Aye, even with thee there. 
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• 

And my heart ascends with thine, 

Up to the heaven above. 
And I pray for blessings on the one 

I still so fondly love. 
For blessings, though my blighted name 

Is banish'd firom thy prayer. 
And other hopes and joys are thine, 

And mine, alone, despair I 

There is no spot, however fer. 

Beyond the ocean's foam. 
Bat where my spirit follows thine. 

And traoeth out its home. 
In the morning and the evening 

I watch thee on thy way ; 
Go where thou wilt, on wings of Thought 

I follow thee alway I 



ON THE RETURN OF THE GUARDS TO LONDON. 

« 

(published in " EVA, AND OTHER POEMS/') 

Ring the joy bells I ring the joy bells ! raise the shout, 

and cheer I 
A nation's acclamations are sounding in mine ear : 
And^ every heart leaps gladly to welcome back the 

brave — 
The warriors who fought and bled beyond the distant 

wave. 

What marvel that the crowd collects, what marvel that 

they press 
Nearer and nearer still to see, to welcome and to bless I 
Worthy, right worthy of their love, the conquering 

bands that come. 
Bearing victorious laurels back in gladness to their 

home. 
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Throngb the dread hoars of soflfering and conflict thej 

have passed, 
EvOs nntold sorroimdiDg tiiem, jet valiant to the last ! 
Kot war alone, but pestilence, has on their noblest 

prey'd. 
And throogh their glorioos ranks swept on, and fearfnl 

havoc made ! 

Raise the shoat! raise the shout! and cheer them as 

they come 
From the red fields of slaughter back, triumphant to 

their home ! 
Our coontry's noble warriors! well have they eam'd 

the &me 
That shall with deathless lustre rest upon a Guardsman's 

name! 

Wave, ye fair ones! proudly wave, and joyfully the 
while, • 

Upon these flowers of our land bestow your sui^iest 
smile : 

For lovely to a woman's heart are valour and applause. 

And the green laurels eam'd so well in Freedom's 
sacred cause! 

And precious to the soldier's breast the homage of the 

fair. 
For happy home and Beauty's smiles, what evils would 

he dare! 
Sound again, ye joyous strains! and merry bells, ring out ! 
Welcome, welcome cheerily, with loud huzza and shout ! 

What though from out their ranks ye miss full many a 

noble form ; 
Though lost to you their glorious names shall Hist'ry's 

page adorn : 
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And Freedom o'er their lowlj graves sheds many a 

heartfelt tear,' 
And future ages their brave course and noble acts 

revere! 

They do but sleep as Elngland's sons have often slept 

before, 
In many a clime that echoes back the sounding Ocean's 

roar! 
Upon the tented battle-field gloriously they died, 
Aiid iiriend and brother calmly sleep in honour side by 
side. 

What would ye more ? No nobler death could warriors 

ever find. 
So shout more gladly than before, and cast regret behind. 
Bid the joy bells ring gaily out, and flow the gladsome 

strain. 
That welcomes back our Guardsmen to England's 

homes again! 
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J. B. KEERIDGE. 



To a correspondent of a provincial journal, published in the south 
of England, we are indebted for our introduction to Mr. Kerridge, 
who has contribaied the following poems to our '* Souvenir." 

BEAUTY. 

Beauty wanders o'er the sea, 

Dwelleth in the leafy tree, 

Reigneth in the sky above. 

Revels in the face I love. 

Rove I wheresoever I will 

Beauty glides before me still ; 

O'er l^e land and o'er the sea 

*Tis outspread continually. 

Day is beautiful and bright, 

Through the air come streams of light, 

Light from yonder -sun on high, 

Threading upwards through the sky 

Watch him out the east arise, 

At his presence darkness flies ; 

See him cUmb by slow degrees, 

Spreading lustre o'er the seas ; 

See him throw his rosy hue 

O'er the spaceless vault of blue ; 
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See him scatter mists, and see 
At his presence dew-drops flee. 
Man and beast and bird arise, 
And a chorus fills the skies. 
See him trend towards the west. 
Clouds they hang upon its breast ; 
Clouds of crimson rightly dight, 
Dazzling to our mortal sight. 
Sight majestic sight sublime, 
Dazzling streaks they glowing shine ; 
But these fade, and soon they flee, 
Meantime twilight decks the lea. 
Night comes solemn, holy, still. 
Beauty all the sky doth All. 
Stars they glow and twinkle bright 
With a pure and radiant light ; 
Some are large and some are small. 
Infinite wisdom form'd them all. 
There they hang in mighty space. 
And the blue of heaven they grace. 
May they not be angels' eyes 
Looking from those clear blue skies. 
Guarding, watching men at rest 
On sweet slumber's soothing breast. 
Dead, or seeming dead to life, 
Hush'd awhile from toil and strife ? 
Beauty wanders o'er the sea, 
Dwelleth in the leafy tree, 
Reigneth in the sky above. 
Revels in the face I love. 
Rove I wheresoe'er I will. 
Beauty glides before me still. 
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To share with me the ills of life, 

To cheer me through its chequered way, 

To nerve my arm in every strife, 
To be my love from day to day. 

To be my best and dearest friend, 

Sincerest in this world of strife ; 
To love me to the very end 

Of this great round of life. 

To share ray joys whatever they be, 

To share my cares, (may they be few I) 

To gladden life's tempestuous sea. 

Who will it be ? • Thought answers. Who ! 

I have before mine eyes, a form 
Of graceful mien and lustrous eye. 

With nerve to buffet many a storm, 
And every trivial care defy. 

It is a shadow, and it wants 

The substance to be all to me ; 
'Tis an ideal beauty, haunts 

My every thought continually. 



BE PATIENT. 

Be patient ! though loud wails the wind as it wends. 
And the snow from the dark clouds in soft flakes 

descends ; 
Be patient I fierce winter 's the herald of spring, 
When the glade and the dingle with bird-music ring. 

Be patient I stem winter he waneth away. 
And signs of the &ir spring they herald each day ; 
Both the snowdrop and crocus already are come. 
And higher and higher each day rolls the sun. 

I 
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Be patient ! the fair spring will soon come again, 
And with her the swallows from over the main ; 
Be patient ! the lapse of these days short and cold, 
They will bring us rich blessings in field and in fold. 

Be patient ! though loudly and wildly the storm 
Beats over thee, fear not, though weak be thy arm ; 
Look upwards, look onwards, see far, far away, 
Comes beautiful spring-time triumphant and gay. 

Be patient, though beauty hath left us awhile, 

Yet beauty again, she will come to beguile ; 

And the birds they will sing and the foliage wave, 

And the flowers shall bloom in the field — o'er the grave. 

O'er the grave, it may be, of some loved one who died, 
On whom and in whom you for solace relied ; 
Be patient ! thou'lt follow, thou'lt meet him for aye 
In the regions beyond thee, the regions of day. 



SUNSET. 

Downwards the sun descends into the glowing west ; 
A thousand and a thousand tints, they follow him to 

rest. 
Cradled upon the fleecy clouds, 'neath the blue and 

boundless sky ; 
Orange and crimson, shade on shade, there unsurpassed 

they lie. 

Like a great globe of fire he speeds down, dgwn below 

the hill : 
His level rays the broad landscape with magic beauty 

fill; 
And the wide ocean undulates, upon whose kingly 

breast 
Tint upon tint, from clouds above, seem lastingly 

impressed. ^ 



J. B, KEBRID6E. 115 

Bat 'tis not so, they slowly change as the minutes roll 

away, 
And the gorgeous cloudlets soon they turn from red to 

a hueless gray. 
The waste of water undulates, bereft of the hues it 

bore, 
And the mimic waves, with a murmur low, break on 

the tawny shore. 

Night comes, and a cool fresh breeze ripples the heaving 

sea; 
And a silk-like rustle shakes the leaves on the tall old 

chestnut-tree. 
The bat wings wild abroad, as the night grows solemn 

and strong ; 
And the birds have hushed their singing, and nestle 

their mates among. 



-•o«- 



THE TWO PATHS. 

Ocean is wide, but wider still 

The path which leads to endless ill. 

Narrow's the way, the blissful way. 

Which leads to bright eternal day. 

*Tis ours of these two paths to choose, 

The which to win, the which to lose. 

Who, who is he 'mongst men would die 

Unfit to meet eternity ? 

Who, who is he who cares for death 

If fit to die ? Our mbrtal breath 

Is as uncertain as the sea. 

Life, life it is a mystery, 

'Tis but a boon from the Most High, 

Who sits enthroned above the sky. 
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CoDsider this, be wise in time. 
And win the way to God divine. 
Delay not longer heaven to win, 
And from this hour the fight begin. 



••o*- 



STANZAS. 



Mt Love hath two sof^ eyes of blue, 
They sparkle like the morning dew : 
She is as fair as she is true. 

Though she is but a child in years, 
To me no other form appears 
So full of artless grace as hers. 

I love her as I love my life ; 

I hope ere long to call her wife. 

To bear with me the world's wild strife. 

Mine is a Love worth loving well : 
A glance from her can passion quell, 
And melancJioly thoughts dispel. 

She hath my heart, 'tis hers alone : 
Her heart it is my own heart's home ; 
She is my beautiful — my own. 

And for my Love's love, Til repay 
Her with my own love day by day, 
And sweet shall glide our lives away. 



TO 



Maiden, in thine eyes I trace 
Cupid roving — who so free ? 

Maiden, in thy rosy face 
There I see the face for me ! 
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Often have I looked therein, 

Whilst a thought my heart conceived. 
Maiden, deem'st thou it a sin 

That for thee my bosom heaved ? 

Know you not there is a power 

Strong as death, which fk>m above 
Once was given — a fadeless dower. 

Blessed with the name of love ? 
On it hangs how many a tale ! 

Tales of human joys and woes ; 
Fan it with an adverse gale, 

Then it strong and stronger grows. 

Once but let the heart alight, 

*TwiJl affection strive to win ; 
Nobly will it work with might 

Till it conquers with a ring* 
Faint heart ne'er a maiden won : 

Courage — ^that alone shall do it : 
Coward — I will on and on, 

Surely I shall never rue it. 



FRIENDS. 

1 if in this great world of strifci 
This mighty round of human life, 

We had no friends to cheer, 
O, then how cold the world would seem I 
How desolate the ebbing stream 

Of life from year to year I 
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But who is he. so lone as this. 
So lone that ne'er affection's kiss 

Hath on his lips been press'd ? 
So lone, that ne'er a maiden's smile 
Hath joyous made his heart awhile, 

And luU'd his cares to rest ? 

Know, lonely otie, whoe'er thou art. 
In life there beats some kindred heart 

To cheer thee on thy way. 
It must be sought, be woo'd, be won, 
Be loved and cherished, on and on, 

Through life's, at best, brief day. 



THE BOW IN THE CLOUD. 

Mark yonder bow. 
Sweeping from north to south I Observe its hue, 
Brilliant and beautiful I How wide its curve, 
Cradled upon the bosom of yon cloud, 
Whose ragged rim is shining white as snow I 
There, there it rests a while ; the raindrops fall ; 
In myriads all agleam they patter down, 
Pitching the summer dust. Towards the west 
The glorious sun, dressed in his regal robes 
Of blazing hght, shines forth upon the scene. 
The bow grows less in beauty ; watch it well : 
It dies away so gradual that thine eyes 
Can scarce detect its going, and when gone. 
Thine eyes deceive thee, and they seem to see 
The glorious bow on, on — but it is gone ! 
O lovely bow ! God's covenant with man — 
Rich token that His promises are sure. 
Whene'er thou see'st the bow upon the doud 
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Remember, then, that as thine eyes behold. 
So God's own eve is on its beauteous curve. 
And that He is 'bove all a God of truth 
And justice, full of mercy, full of love. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Immortal ! Mystic word, expressing life 
Beyond the present — life unlimited. 
Boundless, eternal ! Lo ! I look beyond 
The yawning grave — beyond, what do I see ? 
Nought save a mist, with here and there a gleam 
Of sunlight breaking through the silver vapour. 
Thus far my thoughts they carry me, and here 
I stop ; 'tween me and heaven a barrier lifts 
Its tall majestic head, o'er which I dare 
Not try to mount. Mind startles back aghast, 
Conquer'd, a pimy thing, but will not rest. 
No ! there is life beyond the grave, and this 
Awakens me unto a sense that I, 
Though dust and ashes, shall, when death arrives. 
Mount up the barrier, o'er the side of which 
Heaven stands in all its l^eauty ; and that I, 
I, shall, though puny I may seem to be, 
Survive the wreck of kingdoms, and of time. 
Oh ! what a thought I mind cannot compass it. 

THE WORSHIPPER. 

It was the Sabbath day : 
An old man sat within a hallowed pile. 
Nine-tenths of a long century had passed 
Before his vision, which was blighted as 
The sun's rich radiance by a dark eclipse. 
His hair was silvery white, and hung adown 
In locks majestic, and his visage was 
Wan, but yet venerable ; deep furrows ploughed 
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His high and 10% brow, and his sunk cheeks 

Were foil of wrinkles. Fervently in prayer 

He bent, and mntter'd forth soul-stirring words, 

Deep-toned yet tremulous as aspen leaf 

They 'scaped the threshold of his quivering lips. 

Then the grand organ-notes their echoes p^^ 

Throughout the lo% corridors, and then, 

As if in rapture, lo I a crystal tear 

It trickled down his cheeks and mingled with 

His venerable beard. He seem'd to drink 

In every note, as one athirst drinks hard . 

To quench the same. He was not far from heaven. 



A REFRESHING BREEZE. 

After a calm of many days, again 
A fresh breeze whitens up the deep blue sea — 
The boundless ! the majestic I what so free, 
Cooling the traveller on the sultry plain. 

Hark ! what a rustle sweeps from tree to tree, 
A silky sound— a wild delightftil roar, 
Akin to what is echoed o'er the moor 
In winter-time, by the up-tossed sea. 

The shrouds they rattle, and the canvas white 
Sets flat and frdl ; the vesseLfeels a power ; ' 
She sails triumphantly miles in an hour, 
And phantom-like she soon sweeps out of sight. 

Upon its slender stalk the rich brown grain 
Waves, and the thistledown is hurl'd away ; 
The swallows dart around yon castle grey, 
And in the distance heaves the ploughed-up main. 

Blow, breeze most cool I ddightful breeze, blow on 

Unseen, invisible, as He on high ; 

No ragged cloud bedims the vaulted sky. 

As o'er the breezy hills I trudge along. 
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W. J. HILL. 



The following lines on the New Testament have been forwarded 
by the above-named writer, together with a volume published for 
private circnlation* We have made a few extracts, from varions 
poems, too diffuse for publication in a collection like the present. 
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THE TESTAMENT. 
(from an unpublished poem.) 

Thou most potent agent of Heaven's decree, 
Thy pages are dear to the hearts of the free. 
Proud nnfidel lands, their religion and laws 
May scoff at thy whispers and sneer at thy cause ; 
Yet they tremble to think that the virtues unfurled 
By thy teachers are borne to the ends of the world. 
They dread thy commands, and pronounce thee untrue, 
Whilst their priests the dark palii of the sceptic pursue. 
But we who well know thee can feel thou art givt^n 
To guide us from darkness to glory jn Heaven, 
As such then we hail thee, as such we would ask 
The God that has sent thee thy truths to unmask. 
Let the Jews who reject, and the Romans who shun, 
Turks, Infidels, Heretics — oh, may each one 
Confess thou art His, and rejoice in thy right, 
And seek by thy guidance the regions of light. 
Then &lsehood will fall, and deceit shrink away, 
Pride crumble to dust, and the wrong Right obey. 
Retiring sweet virtue will come forth and bloom. 
While lust and its curse will lie low in the tomb. 
Then scandal will moulder and wretchedness cease. 
And the olive of love breathe the fragrance of peace. 
The treacherous man, now existing by fraud. 
Will, forsaking his way, seek the blessing of God. 
Strife no more will be known, and the brand of disgrace, 
With envy and cimning will vanish by grace ; 
Will blush with regret, and smiling through tears, 
Proclaim their great change with hearts &11 of fears. 
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Sweet angels will hover in man's earthly home, 
And Pity will weep from his pure mind to roam. 
Then Christ will appear, and in glory and joy, 
Will silence the spirits who virtues destitjy. 
Our earth will the fragrance of Heaven impart. 
And contentment will dove-Hke brood over each heart ; 
Then the poor will exult, and the rich will be kind, 
And Charity crown every heart — every mind. 
Weak Faith will grow strong, and Hope will reign high, 
And Christ and his kingdom illumine each eye. 



TO A LADY. 

O! laugh away that weight of care which slumbers 

on thy cheek. 
And crush all dread and trying thoughts which make 

. thy heart so meek ; 
May be, perchance, some false one's tales which so thy 

thoughts l>eset ; 
But cease to think on saddening things, and you'll be 

happy yet I 

O I ever think of days to come, and not of those now 

fled, 
Which sorrows brmg, when thought upon, till silent 

tears are shed ; 
Regard them darkness round thee hurled, and every 

grief forget, 
> And forward look to brighter hours, and you'll be 

happy yet I 



■40*- 



L. 
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A FRAGMENT. 

Shall mortals slDg, when Angels weep, 

And touch the chord of grief; 
Shall mortals laugh, when Angels frown, 

At hardened disbelief; 
Shall virtue fear, aod baseness brave. 

Of Grbd the angry brow ; 
Shall glory crown the sinner's head 

Hereafter, then, as now ; 
Shall Patience rest her fever'd brain 

In Hope's delusive suare, 
By thinking that she'll fly to heaven 

Without the aid of prayer — 
Without the small, still voice of love — 

Without one feeble praise — 
Enter the Hallelujah gates, 

R^rdless of Uieir blaze ? 
Oh, no I its songs of joyful Hope 

• Pay Charity its due. 
And Faith lays hold of Christ our God, 

And makes the old man new ; 
And prayer makes smooth the path of Life, 

And wafts the Christian o'er 
The swelling waves of sin's rough sea — 

To the happy, wished-for shore ! 



■*o^ 



IS THERE A GOD ? 
** The fool hath said in his heart, There is no God."— Psalms. 

Lift, lift my heart, O heavenly Muse I and say. 
Who 'twas that formed the glories of the day r 
Who 'twas o'er dark abyss aloud proclaimed, 
^' Let there be light I" and day that light then named ? 
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Who 'twas £rom diaoB vast decreed through space 

The golden stm to nm his briUJant race ? 

Who said that star of light a warmth shonld spread 

O'er all, and charm the daisy fix)m its bed ; 

On man shonld shine, and plant its gilding beams 

On mountain tops, on valleys, and on streams ; 

Should deck sweet nature's face with fiiagrant flowers, 

And form a sign that rain in fitful showers 

Should &11, should colour give, and loveliness 

Impart, and barren earth with firuitfulness 

Mske smile — that man an eye should have to see. 

And mind to contemplate such mystery ? 

Say, heavenly Muse ! and let my heart be strung 

To tune His praise conjointly with my tongue ; 

And then, as questions such my mind delight, 

Oh I tell me, too, who made the quiet night, 

When stars and moon alike their speechless praise. 

From night to mom their gratitude upraise ; 

What arm it is the planets holds in place, 

That so around the sun each day they trace 

A certain flight ; the milky-way, shcNild down 

On many her placid light, the earth to crown. 

Direct ? And if thy musings pure disclose 

The fountain great from which all grandeur flows. 

Forsake thy high-bom lot, to earth descend. 

And into mortal heart thy sense expend. — 

Can knowledge great demand of thee thy song. 

And science proud, her sister young and strong, 

Proclaim the height, the depth, and distance too. 

Thy sphere is placed in yon deep azure blue 

From me? Maybe. — ^And can they move its stand, 

And nearer draw it with their mighty hand, 

The finite grasp the infinite in space. 

And dare depaint the Omnipoteut's own face ? 

The meteors trace, and proudly point fix)m whence 

The thunderbolts are hurled, with fire intense ? 
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Whence comes His glittering sword, the lightning 

called, 
At which kings, queens, age, youth, alike appalled. 
Stand dumb, and bend in awe to power so vast, 
That speaks — and lo ! the forests quake, a blast 
So wonderful, uprooting all the trees ? 
Enough — the sun now warms the cooling breeze. 
Oh say- 
Hold, mortal, stay thy mind's career. 
The one that made. Him thou must revere ; 
How dar'st thou ask the mind Inscmtable, 
And question so the great Immutable ? 
Pursue thy lot in humble thought, the rest 
Give up to Him, who makes what is, the best ; 
Earthbom art thou, contentment is thy gain. 
Seek not to know what may, alas I give pain ; 
But if thou'lt have the answer I would give. 
Give heed, and listening thou, by listening, live, — 
Where wert thou when the globe was dark and void. 
When mortal sinners lived not, nor sin buoyed 
Her melancholy &te ? Who was it breathed 
Into thy nostrils vile a life inwreathed 
With happy days, the measure of thy earth 
Spread fordi, and though thou erredst much, a birth 
Immortal promised thee through gate of death, 
And now attends thy first and latest breath ? 
Who dug the deep foundations of the world. 
Grave to the winds their wings so long unfurled ? 
Who makes the stars revolve ? — the mighty sea 
So full of might and solenm mystery. 
Roll to the land ? %ind then this judgment laid,-r 
** Thus &r, but farther shall thy waves be stayed :" 
Who gives the tender flower its angel-birth. 
And scatters dewdrops on the glorious earth ? 
Is't chance ? Could chance, unknown, unmeaning chance, 
Create such wonder and magnificence ? 
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Thou seest, too, jon brilliants in the sky, 

Worlds stretching on through all infinity, 

Could chance, howe'er, have placed them there so high ? 

And who the maker ? — Nature's freak, 'tis said. 

Might cause a thing so great : Consider, then. 

For dust has mind when formed in shape of men ; 

And man, as such, no inward spirit feels. 

At most, no more than what an One reveals. 

Did dusty or nature, call it what you will, 

Its own form make, and then with motion fill 

That form, and then an intellect bestow ? 

Believe me, God that nature made and yon ; 

He is the Great, the Wonderful, the True, 



-•o»- 



HYPOCRISY. 

(FBOM A POEM, EITriTLEO **GOOD NIGHT.") 

Put off, T say, all cant, religion there 

Is in it none ; what boots it if we preach 

To others, and ourselves be cast away ? why Hell 

Itself can Scripture quote, and learned is 

E'en in prophetic lore ; men I have seen 

Form cliques (and cursed ate the hypocrites). 

Who loud proclaim, by manner they assume, 

'* Stand off, stand off; I'm holier man than thou," 

In stout denial of His blessed word ; 

And, like mistaken priests, they picture forth 

The vasty dismalness of woe, and all 

The grisly horrors of the fearful black 

Eternal depths of Hell, to terrify 

Men's souls to God, instead of opening up 
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The glories rich, and happiness of Heaven, 
Demonstrating the bliss of Him who drew 
By love, not fear :— ** Come, follow me ; my lambs 
Feed ;" — are His soft, persuasive words : depend 
It 's true that man will do for love, what he 
Will never do for fear ;i^love forms the mind, 
And teaches men their care. We can, if will, 
Perceive aromid our homes, ourselves and kin, 
A Gophar, Bildad, an Eliphaz too. 



-•^♦- 



PRAYER. 

For all our friends we ought to pray. — God turned 

Captivity of Job, when for his friends 

He prayed ; and if like him we weep repentant teftrs. 

And mourn in ashes foul, the Lord might say, 

** I do regret the wrongs thou hast endured. 

And thou shalt ride upon the lofty hills 

And places high reserved for those I love ; 

Thy grief to joy shall turn, thy wretchedness 

To bliss." 



( 129 ) 



EMMA SOUTHWELL. 



A LADT faTourably known as a contributor to several popular 
periodicals, from the pages of which we extract the following 
pretty effusions, whose touching simplicity and earnestness suf- 
ficiently pjroTe that the soitiments expressed by the writer are 
genuine. 



K 
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O'ER THY GRAVE I BEND, 

Father ! my father, o'er thy grave I bend : 

Thy grave I it has a strange, sad Bound, and brings 

Again before me, like a troubled dream, 

The feeble pressure of thy trembling hand ; 

Thy last, last lingering look, and faint " Good-bye." 

And yet it does not seem thou'rt sleeping here — 

That the cold earth hides Irom oilr anxious gaze 

The Doble form we loved so tenderly. 

But it is all too true — no fevered dream — 

And^ oh ! each hour, each day, we miss thee more ; 

From everything there seems a something gone, 

And all we look upon recalls some cheriKhed word, 

Some fond remembmace of thee. 

Canst thou, my &ther, see the tears we shed ? 

Nature, alas ! is weak, and they vySl flow ; 

But lajth is strong, pierciug the clouds 

Which veil thy ^ory; for oh! we feel — we know 

Thou'rt blessed. He in whom all thy hopes reposed. 

Was ever near to whisper words of peace ; 

He smoothed thy dying couch — removed thy fears, 

And by His Kmile made that dark valley light, 

lirarriig lljee gently, in His arms of love. 

From this thy earthly home, to one in heaven. 

Where teara are wiped for ever from thine eyes ; 

So suffering, no weariness is there, 

'Tis one blight day of endless, cloudless bliss ; 

" Eye hath not seen, nor heart conceived its joys." 

Death was thiue entrance to this realm of rest, 

And it were selSshness to wish thee back. 

Our God knows what is best ; love guides His hand ; 

And all the sad bereavements which appear 

So giievouj now, are sent in tenderness — 
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Cords of affliction drawing us to Him : 

Each severed tie adds but another link 

To bind our souls to heaven. A little while, 

Ah 1 but a little while, and our frail forms, 

Now bright with love and hope, will lie 

All cold and motionless beside thine own. 

Ah ! it were sad indeed to picture such a change 

To these poor forms, so fondly cherished now, 

Could we not look beyond, and see the soul 

Freed from its earthly clay, basking all radiant 

In the eternal sunshine of God's love ; 

Oh ! blessed hope, to meet those sainted ones — 

To join their song of praise around the throne ; 

To be with Him, to ** see Him as He is," ' 

And BEST securely in His deathless love ! 



HOME. 

Softly, gently breathe that little word. 
For, oh ! a thousand memories it wakes 
Fraught with sweet images of days gone by ; 
When loving ones met round our happy hearth. 
Cheering the winter evenings with their joyous talk : 
Kind bjmds were there whose fairy touch could bring 
Soft, thrilling music from the harp or lute. 
And deep, rich, mingling voices breathing forth 
In melting song the dreamings of the heart ; 
Whilst eyes, soul-beaming eyes, sought tenderly 
An answering glance, from those of downcast blue 
Or sparkling black, made brighter by love's light, 
And the warm colour tinting their fair cheeks. 
As hands met hands, and kindred thoughts were breathed, 
Soft as the echo from the harp's sweet tone. 
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Where are those voices now, and gentle forms ? 
Alas I like sammer clouds they've passed away, 
Gilding my heart with tender memories ; 
But oft in spirit I am with them still, 
Holding communion as in days of yore : 
They live in all things lovely, and their eyes 
Mid the bright stars gaze lovingly on me ; 
And perfumed breezes sofbLy waft fond hopes 
Of sweet reunion in that changeless home. 
Where clouds pass not between the loving ones, 
And that sad word, £arewell, is never breathed. 



-•o»- 



BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS. 

Flowers ! bright, beautiftil, love-beaming flowers, 
They are linked with life's sweetest and sunniest hours ; 
Like stars about our pathway 

They shine so pure and fair ; 
Blooming in rich profusion, 
Greeting us everywhere. 

They twine around the doorway, and climb upon the 

wall, 
Till they reach the highest window, and can fondly peep 
on all. 

At early morn I love to watch 
Their shadows on the blind. 
As they wake to life and beauty, 
hissed by the passing wind. 

Theirs is a reign of gladness ; they come our homes to 

bless, 
Qh ! precious, precious flowers, I would not love them 

less. 
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They murmur softly to me, 

And bow their pretty heads, 
As if they fain would woo me, 

To linger near their beds. 

Yes, they are gentle tokens, speaking volumes to the 

heart. 
And their hallowed influence can never quite depart ; 
They whisper to the wearied, 
Of cherished days gone by. 
Awakening calmer, happier thoughts, 
And hopes which cannot die. 

TWILIGHT. 

Thou'rt come, loved twilight, and the busy day 
Melts into mellow eve and fades away ; 
How soft, how silently, your shadows fall, 
Bringing so tenderly repose to all ! 
Now the first star comes like some gentle dream, 
Adding a sweet enchantment to the scene ; 
And soothingly the perfumed breezes sigh. 
Fond murmurs from the lost ones in the sky : 
Dear are thy shades, soft o'er my soul they steal. 
And round my heart their mystic power I feel. 
Waking fond memories of the lov^ and dead, 
Which stay to soothe us when all else is fled. 
Twilight, sweet twilight I Nature's holiest hour — 
Thy dreamy sofhiess rests on tree and flower ; 
And shadowy wings seem hovering in the air, 
Trembling with holiness, and love, and prayer ; 
Thy solemn beauty melts my soul to tears. 
And wakes a thousand blissful hopes and fears, 
Immortal thoughts within my bosom swell, 
Which thy soft presence can unfold so well ; 
A tender influence to thee is given. 
Which purifies and draws us nearer Heaven. 
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LONG, LONG AGO ! 

That much-loved song, " Long, long ago," 

The first she sang to me ; 
How sweetly from her lips it came — 

That plaintive melody. 

4 

Fondly I listened to those words ; 

Each time I prized them more, 
And felt that they possessed a charm 

They never had before. 

In happy dreams I see again 

That gentle face so fair, 
And hear those tender murmurings 

Which memory holds so dear. 

Then ask me not to listen now, 

It would my grief renew ; 
No other voice could wake the spell 

Which hers around it threw. 

Does she still sing our favourite song ? 

Alas I I may not know ! 
And does she ever think of one 

Who loved her long ago ?* 



* On referring to p. 182, our readers will find a continuation of this 
lady's compositions, which it would have been an Injustice to omit. 
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EMMA BLTTON. 



The following Poems contributed to these pages will very gene- 
rally commend themselves to the notice of our readers. Miss 
Blyton is the authoress of a very pleasant little volume entitled 
** Tributes to the Memories of British Bards/' which on its 
appearance was warmly welcomed by the Press, both in England 
and America. Many of her Poems have been reprinted in the 
" Spirit of the Times,'* and other papers. The ** Illustrated News 
of the World," in reviewing Miss Blyton's book, observes: — 
** Taking Miss Blyton as a type of the English young lady, in 
habits and manners, though endowed with intellectual gifls of a 
superior order, we cannot read these graceful effusions without a 
feeling of pride that our country contains multitudes of young 
female hearts in which dwell the same generous aspirations and 
pure emotions, though to few of them is it given to utter their 
feelings in such flowing and harmonious verse." 

The following tribute to the memory of Shelley is inscribed, by 
the author's request, to Stephen Massett, Esq. 
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JULIAN. 
A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORV OF PERCT BTSSHE 8HELLET. 

Julian has fled ! Ah ! well may we deplore 
That the rich breathings of his lyre are still ; 
No more those strings shall wake, oh ! never more, 
The hand is cold that once had power to thrill 
And melt the heart with its all-potent skill. 
His destiny hath waned ; the s^ is set. 
Well may these eyes with burning tear-drops fill, 
And ponder on his fete with deep regret, 
For oh ! not soon shall we so great a bsjpd forget. 

Alas I that Poesy and Sorrow are 
Twin elements, which ever must belong 
Unto the sphere where shines the heaven-bom star — 
The first immortal vesper of our throng — 
That dazzling orb of genius ! Sons of song 
. A great and noble heritage can claim ; 
Yet is their birthright blended with deep wrong, 
Vile Infamy exulteth in their shame, f 

And Death alone can reap the harvest of their f&me ! 

Through the thick darkness of our earthly night 
Their godlike spirits shine with quenchless glow, 
Gilding the Present with immortal light, 
Like suns illumining this world below, ' 

Dazzling with the exceeding light they throw 
On all surrounding objects ; but there are 
Dark human spots upon each radiant brow, 
Discemless in a pale inferior star, 
Yet to the meaner orbs, they seem the whole to mar ! 
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O, mighty Shelley I what availeth tears — 

That brackish dew which Sorrow doth exhale ; 

Those heedless, idle drops which man reveres 

As tender harbingers of its sad tale ? 

Thon need'st them not, for thou hast passed Life's 

vale. 
This dark abyss of woe ; thine ashes lie 
Where fairest flowers spring upward to inhale 
The whispering, balmy zephyrs that flit by ; 
Thy tomb is canopied with Rome's deep azure sky. 

Rest 'mid the mighty conquerors of the earth ! 
Their prowess now is nought, but thou art laid 
Where an imperial city once had birth. 
And proudly grew, and in its glory preyed 
And feasted upon others, who, dismayed, 
For a brief time contended, yet in vain ; 
And now the wasting clay of those who swayed 
Lies mouldering 'neath the ruins of her plain. 
For man to trample on and mock at with disdain. 

Julian ! all that can perish may remain 
. Inviolate in Friendship's filial urn ; 
Thy shrine in unborn ages I To that plain, 
To classic Rome, the pilgrim oil shall turn 
To gaze upon thy sepulchre — to yearn 
And weep above thy ashes — to renew 
The memory of thy genius, and to learn 
Deep lessons of mortality, to view 
How the destroyer, Death, the mightiest can subdue. 

Thou art not there ! What reck we of the dust, 
Save that it once was thine ? We too must be, 
In turn, corruption — a foul, loathsome crust, 
Humbled fiN>m whence we sprang, even as thee ; 
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But thy bright fame shall live eternally. 
The throne of " canonised bards " is thine, 
And thou hast left a track of brilliancy, 
That we may trace thy spirit's course divine — 
A comet 'mid earth's stars thou shalt for ever shine. 

Doth thy pale spirit rove at eventide 

'Midst the loved haunts where once thy feet have 

trod? 
Or in the starry midnight walk and glide 
Among the shaded ruins round thy sod ? 
Or dost thou stand and point unto each clod. 
Upturned in wild disorder with the plough 
Of crushing centuries ? then, with a nod. 
Cry out, " Stem Desolation, this is thou 
Who brandest thy rough mark upon the noblest brow I" 

Thou stood'st as some lone rock in raving ocean. 
Proudly defying every adverse blast. 
Spurning the fickle waves in their commotion. 
And shaking the coarse brine, upon thee cast, 
Back to its native billows ; then thou wast 
For a brief time serene, but, ah I anon 
The tempest smote thee, some few moments passed, 
Alas ! and there was nought to gaze upon. 
The thunderbolt had scathed, and thou for ever gone ! 

Melpomene, say, didst thou vigil keep 
When the dark waters yawned to gulf his clay. 
When stormy ocean with relentless sweep, 
Like a huge monster swallowed up its prey ? 
Say where wast thou on that ill-fated day ? 
Didst thou not hover o'er thy favourite bard, 
And mark his struggles with the dashing spray, 
And shout, " How thy young life is quickly marred f 
Sielley, thy destiny is dark and evil-starred I" 



EMMA BLTTON. 139 

E'en now we hear his spirit in the breeze, 
His notes are sadly borne upon the wind. 
As Spring doth robe afresh the flowers and trees, 
So years revive the blossoms of his mind 1 
Fragrant and beautiful, yet undefined • 
As the light melody which waters make. 
When Autumn doth her pale-brown hair unbind, 
Showering her tresses in each crystal lake 
We love, yet know not why, save for their own sweet 
sake. ' 

My lyre breathes sadly, and my song is ended ; 
Shelley, 'tis a weak tribute unto thee : 
Sorrow in thy young life so much was blended, 
' Would I could wake befitting minstrelsy I 
And now I strike my lyre anew, to see 
If nobler sti-ains will echo, but I meet 
No higher response, so I turn to thee. 
And the best offering that my Muse can greet. 
The spoils, if spoils they be, I scatter at thy feet ! 



-•o*- 



IN MEMORY OF CAPTAIN HEDLEY VICARS. 

Ojh Crimean heights the battle's hushed, the fearful 

strife is o'er ; 
There many a brave man found a grave, and Vicars 

wakes no more : 
He dwells now where no cannon's roar falls harshly on 

the ear. 
But where the armies of the sky send forth their music 

clear. 
He sought a home not made with hands, pure and 

divinely fair ; 
And in the warmth of manhood's prime he laid up 

treasures there. 
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And as a soldier of the Cross he sought not earth's 

renown, 
Bat gained a richer diadem than monarch's jewelled 

crown. 
He died not where home's quiet scenes spread tranquil 

peace around, 
No sister's gentle form was seen upon that blood-«tained 

ground. 
He fell amidst the battle's din, — ^the victory dearlj 

won, — 
And angels from their shining ranks hailed from above, 

** WeU done 1" 
For they unseen by mortal eye kept holy vigil there, 
And chariots of heavenly fire stood waiting in the au*. 
'Midst tears from many a manly eje his spirit broke 

earth's chains, 
And soared amid the glittering throng to heaven's 

eternal plains ; 
He entered at the golden gates, and loud the music rang. 
And angels welcomed him with joy, and sweet the 

seraphs sang. 
Those cheering words fell on his ear, '' A crown is thy 

reward. 
Welcome, thou faithful servant, to the mansions of thy 

Lord." 
And ye who now deplore his loss, his face again shall see, 
When frail corruption has put on bright immortality ; 
And ye shall listen to his voice, &r sweeter than of yore, 
The first to greet ye as ye land upon fair Canaan's shore. 
And then £e soldiers of the Cross shall wave their 

palms with joy, 
And shouts of victory over death eternity employ. 
Those who beneath its banner fought, around the 

throne shall meet. 
And lay the trophies of their spoils at the Redeemer's 

feet. 



( 1« ) 



E. W. HUDDLESTON. 



We have much pleasure in introducing a few of the compositions 
of this young writer. Many of Ae following effusions exhihit 
great promise, and we hope to he fayoured in future volumes with 
further oontrihutions from the same pen. Mr. Huddleston, like 
many others, whose contributions have here been printed, is enabled 
only to devote leisure hours to literature, which he cultivates us 
an amusement after the completion of his daily duties. 
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JERUSALEM. j 

Silent and desolate the shattered walls, 
The vine-fringed arches, where the glare of day 
Ne'er gilds the gloom, save when a saubeam falls, 
Searching for beauty, finding but decay ; — 
Silent and desolate the winding streets. 
Where Israel's children once in thousands trod, 
Perchance a lonely pilgrim treads, and meets 
No answering echo to his weary plod — 
Is this. Jerusalem, the city of our God? 

j^y I — Seated by yon sad memorial stones, 
(Sole remnants of her glory and her woe I) 
The wailing Jews dart up their prayers and groans. 
Steeped in a grief a Jew alone can know ; 
And other worshippers in scorn pass by 
To bend the knee before their Prophet's shrine : — 
And through the long dim vistas may the eye 
Behold the dreaming MosUmah recline, 
Where mournful cypress-leaves a fitting shade entwine. 

• 

Around the city rise the hills of yore : 
The ancient streams still murmur to the breeze . 
The Olive Mount is thinly scattered o'er, 
E'en as of old, with venerable trees : I 

But over all the melancholy change 

That time and ruin work, has slowly come : 1 

As in the burial- vale, where'er we range. 
Each reverent footstep falls upon a tomb, [ 

So over all Death seems to hang his awfiil doom. ; 



I 

4 
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And, yet, Jerusalem, thou'rt still a queen ! 
Though dimmed the crown thy brow once proudly 

wore: 
For where immortal glory once hath been 
That spot is consecrate for evermore ! 
Jehovah's glory now no longer dwells 
Wiiere, for long ages, dwelt His earthly throne ; 
Yet still the lingering, fadeless halo tells 
What radiant grandeur once upon thee shone 
That glows so brightly when its heavenly source has 
flown. 



MAY. 

The fragrant perfume of the dewy morn. 
The genial influence of th» noontide ray. 
The various beauties of each lengthening day, 
The minstrel birds which herald in the dawn. 
The gentle grandeur of each starry night. 
Proclaim the coming of the glorious May. 
Welcome, sweet Queen of Spring ! a fair array 
Of trembling dewdrops gilds thy brow with light. 
Meet emblem, in thy radiant loveliness. 
Of that bright season in our earthly life, 
Where every trifling circumstance is rife 
With the pure bliss of yputhflil happiness : 
Meet emblem, too, of that blest May above, 
Where endless Spring abounds with fadeless love I 



DECEMBER. 

Welcome, thou bleak December I though thy face 
Is pitiless and grim, and thy stern hand 
Hast made so drear and desolate the land. 

Yet I thy solemn march still love to trace ; 
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As when a star, amid the darkness gleaming, 

Guides the lone wanderer safe to his abode ; 
May that sweej: spirit-star upon thde beaming, 

Draw thee still onward to the home of God. 
Years speed away, the time is swiftly fleeting. 

Mothers, and sons, and friends shall meet once more ; 
And, oh ! how blest will be that glorious meeting, 

To dwell in heaven, together, evermore ! 



A VISION. 

Spectre-forms are gliding round me: lo! the hazy 

' moon revealeth 
Each pale phantom, as with noiseless tread it slowly 

passeth on : 
And in deep mysterious silence, see, the long procession 
stealeth 

To the Land of the Unknown. 

One dim shadow lingereth near me : hark I a ghostly 

. whisper daimeth 
A remembrance of an earth-love ere the grave received 

its own : 
Ah ! another, and another : and my mournful memory 
nameth 

Long-lost brethren, one by one. 

As I gaze with wondering glances on these once familiar 

faces, 
Lo ! there gather round about them panoramas of the 

past: 
And they once more stand before me, robed in all the 

tender graces 

Which decay forbade to last. 
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O ! 'tis strange once more to see my childhood's inno- 
cent romances, 

Feel again its wayward wildness, smile again its happy 
smile : 

And in dreamy recollection ponder o'er its fairest fan- 
cies — " 

Though it is but for a while. 

But the vision quickly changeth, and in passionate 

. embracings, 
To my lips one softly presseth a cold and chilly kiss ; 
And my spirit throbs within me, as I see the faded 
tracings 

Of my brief Elysian bliss. 

Ah! the lingerers pass onwards, and the vision is 
decaying, 

As the shadows of the evening in tiieir wonted places 
fall; 

And my straining glances see nought but the glimmer- 
ing moonbeams playing 

On my lonely parlour wall. 

No ! my mortal eyes may see not where the spirit-forms 

may linger. 
But I know they still are near me : and I seem to see 

a hand 
Still outstretched amid the gloaming, and a beckoning 

with a finger 

To the never-djdng land. 



BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM. 

A BRIDE and bridegroom of a day 
Sit in the pale moonlight : 

Each bhssful words of love doth say, 
Each eye with love is bright. 
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Full often they embrace, 

Yet tenderly they linger ; 
And see ! the bride a ring doth place 

Upon the bridegroom's finger : 
" Thus I to thee will ever ding : 
Thus thou to me shalt be my king." 

A bride and bridegroom of seven years 

Sit in the pale moonlight : 
But on that paler brow appears 

Death's monitory light. 
Thus, sitting side by side. 

They talk the hours away. 
The bridegroom saith unto the bride, 

" Behold, the coming day 
My summons hence shall surely bring : 
Take, as my last farewell, this ring." 

The bride and bridegroom are alone, 

She kneeleth by his bed : 
With, ne'er a tear, and ne'er a groan. 

She whispereth, *' He is dead !" 
A last, long kiss she steals, 

Then slowly glides away : 
And now the farewell ring reveals 

What he no more may say — 
For on its inner side is graven, 
" We loved on earth ; we'll meet in heaven." 



A SONG OF FAREWELL. 

Ah, well I They say we two must part. 

So let it be. I feel no fear. 
They think to tear thee from my heart : 

In vain ; thy dearest home is there. 
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They sooner shall remove yon hill, 
Than steal that treasure from its nest. 

Absence is nought to Love ; for still, 
Though far apart, it nestles in the breast. 

So, then, I must a while depart ; 

A while must live my life alone, 
Yet not alone, for each fond heart 

Claimeth the other for its own. 
Wherever beauty is, there seems 

Thy radiant loveliness to rise : . 
My daily thoughts, my nightly dreams, 

Teem with thy love-lit memories. 

What mattereth, then, this word, farewell, 

Sweet love, to souls like thine and mine ? 
What care we for its saddest knell. 

Whilst thou art mine, and I am thine ? 
No, no I Not e'en a falling tear 

Of one brief pang of grief shall tell : 
Life is so short : Heaven is so near : 

And angels never say farewell. 

STANZAS. 

Nay I Try not to conceal 

Love's presence in thy breast : 
Each moment will reveal 

Its dwelling to the rest. 

Speak — and each guarded word 

Its name will sound ; 
Be silent — still 'tis heard 

Breathing around. 
Weep — and each tear-drop turns 

Into a tongue ; 
Smile — on thy cheek it burns 

As clear — as strong. 
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Love was not bom to live 

Ever alone : 
Nor can it thus contrive 

To be unknown. 
Its song it still will sing, 
, Whatever thy rage ; 
It still will try its wing 

Against its cage. 

Then try not to conceal 

Love's presence in thy breast ; 
If thou its home reveal, 

'Twill learn to love its nest. 
'Twill peacefully abide, 

'Twill patient wait ; 
Till sitting by its side 

There sits its mate. 



ASLEEP. 

" A SNOW-WHiTE shroud and a winding-sheet, 

And a home in a coffined cell ; 
I shall soon have fallen asleep, my sweet. 

And the dead— they slumber well. 
Stay, Lucy, — he promised to meet me here, 

When the church clock striketh three ; 
I leave him a kiss ; so, promise me, dear. 

You'll tell him it came from me. 

Ah, well I See, dreamily falls the rain, 

And 'wilderingly howls the wind ; 
But for me it may wander and wail in vain, 

I am leaving these behind. 
Nay, nay, little Lucy, you must not weep. 

You will smile again, by-and-by : 
I am fading away, I am faJling asleep, 

Good-bye ! and bid him good-bye I " 
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We have been favoured with a pretty collection of Poems, entitled 
** Songs of the Months/' by the above-named writer, who (after a 
perusal of the following extracts), our readers will not be surprised 
to hear, resides in a delightfully picturesque nook of sunny Somer- 
setshire. Although Mr. Glyde*8 effusions sometimes lack finish, and 
occasionally betray symptoms of haste in composition, many of the 
verses are full of poetry of the truest nature. Had we space, we 
should not have been satisfied with the extracts we have made, for 
others remain equally beautiful, though too difiuse for this publi- 
cation. We hope, however, in future volumes to renew our ac- 
quaintance with Mr. Glyde, and to be fiivoored with more of his 
refreshing lyrics. 
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FEBRUARY. 

All sunshine lurks with shadows, 

With sorrow haunteth joy ; 
E'en in the upland meadows 

The tattered shepherd's boy 
Knows that the sheltering hedges 

Have all their windy sides,- 
Beneath whose *' mocks " and ledges 

Nor he nor wild thing hides ; 
And midnight mouths do season 

With melody their moans ; 
So Nature's diapason 

Thrills with commingled tones. 

So weary I ah, so weary I 

What cloudy month comes here, 
So weirdish, dwarfish, dreary, 

In this grey youth of the year ? 
No leaf on bough is swinging, 

No murmur fills the wood 
Of the wafture of the winging 

Of wild bird to her brood. 
No insect vans are humming. 

Upon the murky air, 
No clacking of the coming 

Of culver's wing is there — 
No cooing in the branches. 

No creeping in the grass, 
The rabbit on his haunches . 

Sits idly as we pass. 

Delve through the winter-sodden 
Turf of this woodland floor ; 

Great truth lies undertrodden. 
Truth that will bless us more 
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Than Spring's unhidden roses ; 

Delve where the bulbed root 
Beneath thy spade discloses 

Its hidden grass-green shoot ; 
See where grim February 
. Doth nurse the infant flowers, 
And is the earth-working fairy 

That weaves the summer bowers ; 
And learn that wintry sorrow 

Kills not thy better part, 
Nor frosty care can harrow, 

If Spring be in thy heart. 



-•o*- 



APRIL. 

O April sweet I O pleasant child I 
That ever 'twixt the rain and shine ' 

With frayed feet dost wander wild — 
Thine eyes so dainty crystalline 
That reflexed in their deepness lies 
Each smile and tear of ever-changeful skies. 

The pale-lipped daisies* purple souls 
Do llirob for thee, and violets 
In their green vests. The bluebells ring 
Sweet peals, all silken sof);. Night wets 
For thee the moon-pale primroses, 
And south winds shake the coy anemones. 

The moaning doves do make their plaint 
Upon. the woodlands quaveringly, 
And misty odours rise and faint 
About the opening buds. The lea . 
By chanting larks is glorified, 
And fluting throstles hymn the covert side. 
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The lapwing on the moorland bill 
Shrieks, limping, round its simple nest ; 
And the palm-willow by the rill 
Hath golden-turbaned flowers addrest 
With honeyed sweetness, to first bees, 
All drowsy from their winter's slumbrous ease. 

All young lives and young loves to thee, 
With pale eyes laughing through their tears. 
Do in thy magic crystal see 
Why hope should overcrown their fears. 
As Homer crowned old ruined Troy 
With music, beauty, fame, and joy. 

The gray mouse creepeth from his lair 
A step or two, afraid is he 
Of mighty clamouring in the air 
Of ivy-leaves against the tree, 
But sees the farmer sow his grain, 
And thinks for mice God sends the golden rain. 

The timid bare the woodland fence 
Leaps oflf ; the covey creeps below, 
Loud stamping with fierce impotence, 
To warn the commune of a foe ; 
The strutting pheasants crow in state. 
Each dizened lord so vain before his mate. 

There is a sonorous noise of sheep 
From the hill-pastures surging down : 
** All I wherefore doth the shepherd keep 
Us on these thymy leazes brown ; 
Our udders shrink, and for their dams 
From lowland clovers cry our weaned lambs." 

So, bathed in the warm atmosphere, 
I fill my soul with April thought, 
And Nature bless, who round the year 
Hath her great crafl with glory wrought 
From Autumn's bnrnish'd pageantries 
To Spring, star-strewn with flowery Pleiades. 
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ANGLER'S SONG. 



Down among the weaned lambs, 

In the meadows by the stream, 
Noting how they mourn their dams, 

And what silly things they seem ; 
Idly chatting of the day — 

Of the winds, the clouds, the sun, 
And all simple pleasantries 

That in anglers' fancies run, 
Singing — ** River, tuneful river, 

All my hfe is lost in thee ; 
Thou art wife and child's caresses, 

Thou art house and lands to me /" 

Starred trout are in the brook, 

Hidden in the water weeds. 
Darkening alders overlook, 

Chasing shadows fill the meads. 
So I wander many a mile. 

Blessing still the changeful skies 
That are aiding to beguile 

To my hook the finny prize ; 
Singing — ** River, tunefiil river. 

All my hfe is lost in thee ; 
Thou art wife and child's caresses. 

Thou art house and. land to me!" 

Blessed be the gentle craft. 

And the angler's quiet fkme. 
With the patient hope that hath 

Grown a portion of his name ! 
Seeking happiness or wealth 

Some may visit every land ; 
I can find content and health 

While I wander rod in hand : 
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Singing — " £iver, tuneful river, 
All my life is lost in thee ; 

Thou art wife and child's caresses, 
Thou art house and land to me !*' 



SONG. 

Lo I the red sun sinketh down 
O'er the old kings' battle-field, 

And underneath the house-eaves chirps 
The swallow in her brittle bield ; 

And all her callow young do cry 

Right gently and contentedly. 

And from the setting sun a gleam 

Of parting light embraces all 
The window, and the myrtle tops, 

The warmed nest, the whitewashed wall ; 
Low-voiced the nestling birds do cry 
Right gently and contentedly. 

The watching angels trim their lamps. 
High hung upon the curved night ; 

The grey dawn, like a sixAM priest. 
Leads on the morning, rosy white. 

All night the nestling birds do cry 

Right gently and contentedly. 

I would I were but such a bird, 
My lodging o'er thy window-sill ; 

That ere thou slept my voice was heard, 
And heard was in the morning still : 

Thy quiet sleep contentedly 

Should hear my song and dream of me. 



-o^ 
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JUNE. 



Cool are the fem-tufls, green their plcimes, 
Golden the blossoms on the brooms ; 
Like snow-white saints upon the combed, 
The hawthorns wear their scented blooms. 
Sweet is thy advent, sunny June ; 

Young swallows chirp and leverets play, 
Sweet is each motion, sight, and tune. 
And sweet the scent of new-mown hay. 

Upon the new-mown hay I lie. 
Close a sonorous river by. 
Whilst betwixt me and the sky 
Shady boughs ai*e waving high. 
In the hedge a humble-bee 

Is tangled in a foxglove-bell, 
And his notes, half drowsily 
And half in anger, hither swell. 

From the woven boughs above 
Come the trembUng notes of love 
Of the shy, impassioned dove. 
Gnats in mazy dances move. 
Ever droning as they float, 

Whilst lying in the shadows cool. 
Speckled trout their* motions note. 
And, lazy rising, shake the pool. 

A field away the mowers stand, 
A toiling, thirsty, happy band. 
Which this burning sun hath tanned. 
As they whet the gleaming scythe 
Rings the music ; o'er the way 
Hark the ditty loud and blithe 
Of the maidens making bay. 
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An idle, dreamy summer-tune 
Floats over all thy meadows, June ! 
A warm, luxurious, languid boon 
Of purple eve and low-hung moon, 
Of quiet days, of burning light, 

Of stormy drifts of thunder cloud. 
Of small rains whispering as they light 
Upon the copses leafy-boughed. 

Thou, the bright mid-month of the year, 
With thy green garmenting, art dear I 
The fragile £ax-blooms, and the ear 
Of the pale harvest doth appear. 
Yet sad I think that by-and-by 

We both shall lose life's flowery crown. 
For Death and wintry Destiny, 

The mowers twain, shall cut us down. 



JULY. 

As I sat reading " Chevy Chase," 
Said my good wife, standing by, 

** Thou art fiJlen on peaceful days — 
Write the ballad of July." 

« 

There seem'd to me a gentle art. 
An " In Memoriam " in her tone, 

Which made me wcmder, wherefore thus 
She singled out July alone. 

Then I bethought me of a day. 

Ripe and shaken years ago. 
How beneath the wattled eaves 

We heard the swallows cheeping low — 
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Up above the myrtle boughs 

How we heard them cheeping low 
In the dewy summer eve 

All those happy years ago. 

How we passed from out the porch. 

And left the swallows to their cry, 
Scarce noticing the mother birds 

Wide swift winged scudding by. 

The winding river that we passed, 
The thick-leaved alders on the bank, 

The water-daisies' starry locks. 

The lazy kine that came and drank — 

The path among the half-dried hay 

That led us up the southern slope. 
Till on the down among the ewes 

We stood upon the valley's cope, 

And looked across the barren hills, 

And saw the purple-heaving sea 
Rise grand and round, the radiant air 

Sunbright above, and blue and free, 

Until our thoughts came nearer home, 

And lighted on our peaceful vale ; 
Hearts full of golden joy we watched. 

The golden gloaming gently pale. 

Dim grew the hedgerow-phalanxed trees, 
Grave, grand, and green from hill to hill ; 

Dim grew the bronzed harvest-field, 
And dim the homestead and the mill. 

So floats the soft voluptuous eve 

In quiet on the nestling boughs. 
And languid lieth to receive 

The fragrance cool of breezy vows. 
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The dove was in the chestnut-trees, 
The glowworm in green mossiness 

His love-lamp hung ; soft litten stars 
Came out the summer night to bless. 

And strolling home that eventide, 
All those happy years ago, 

She did promise fh)m my side 
Never more in life to go. 

So if the month be scantly sung, 
Yet, for one dear heart and I, 

Memories flock like weaned birds 
About the nest to each July. 



-•p^ 



SEPTEMBER. 

September! sweet September! we love thee to oar 
hearts. 

With thy labour and the loading of thy homeward 
harvest carts, 

And the shouting of thy strong men in thy latter har- 
vest days, 

And the varied voices, loud or low, of feebler workers' 
praise, 

All chorusing — '* A harvest home ! to God our thanks 
we raise." 

September 1 sweet September! when the mother 

partridge flies 
From o£f the dainty stubble, and the heavy coveys 

rise 
To the coverts that they love in the full and blazing 

noon ; 
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The umbrage of green tomip-fields with hoarded 

moisture strewn ; 
We woo thee, sweet September ! with an old primeval 

tune. 

September I sweet September I thou the capping sheaf 

wilt spread 
On the mow where poppied August in the midway 

droop'd her head ; 
Thoult gather in the fragments, thou'lt finish well the 

toil, 
Thou'lt cheer the sturdy peasant men whose hearts are 

with the soil, 
And the gleaners that go leasing the last fruits ' of the 

spoil. 

September! sweet September! we love thee to our 

hearts; 
The voice of harvest maidens, the noise of harvest 

carts; 
The partridge in the errish land, the dog that knows 

the gun; 
The golden stubble bristling thick, the great and 

gleaming sun ; 
The autumn finish'd to our hands — the winter time 

begun. 



•09 ' 



OCTOBER. 

The autumn wind shall be my dove^ 

My angel-sprite, my Ariel, 
To bear me visions of my love, 

As its brood pinions sink and sweU, 
And every sigh through purple leaves. 
Or breath on bronzing wood that grieves, 
For me a golden memory weaves. 
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I heard the wind among the sheaves, 

The heavy sheaves, a month ago. 
And thought my love was Rath, the leaze. 

To gather timidly and slow, 
And her soft eyes, methoaght, did shine 
Trusting and loving into mine. I 

I hear the winds among the boughs, 

Sun-tinted with the glowing time. 
And make them syllable me vows 

As though I were a wood-god prime, 
And Ceres for that woody glen 
Had left a while her harvestmen. 

But ah ! all &ncies such as these 

Are passed and buried ages deep. 
And o'er them roll the years like seas ; 

The present moments frisk and leap 
On the hard shore with foam and spray, 
Half earnestly and half in play. 

Roll on, ye winds ! and scatter still 

Your crisped leaves upon life's shore. 
And every hollow fancy fill 

With pleasant memories evermore. 
First roses in the early spring 
Upon your cloudy paths Fll fling. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN. 

John Barleycorn 's a man at last. 

He hath a beard ; in truth. 
The jovial grain aside hath cast 

The downy bloom of youth. 
Oh, John ! and if my arm be strong 

As still my will shall be, 
1*11 wield thy victor sharp and long, 

For oft thou'st conquered me. 
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The blushing cornflower from his waist 

Looks up unto his head ; 
But John for sweetness has no taste, 

He bitters likes instead. 
For this, John thou shalt hop — in bed 

Hot water there shall be, 
And as men's wives tie their cravats 

We, too, crave vats for thee. 

John Barleycorn, his beard is stiff- ' 

The great and golden sun, 
Each lapping shower, each breezy whiflf. 

Hath something for him done. 
The metal on the anvil rings, 

A sickle, by-and-by, 
Thy length of ears one sequence brings, 

Thou shortly, John, must die. 

Thy spirit, thou being dead and gone. 

We'll bind unto our use. 
And foamy wreathes shall mantle on ] 

Each glass of mellow juice ; 
For thou shalt nerve the peasant's arm 

And cheer the hearts of kings, 
And with thy generous heat shalt warm 

Cold age and wintry things. 



FALLING LEAVES. 

True, they are but hackneyed themes, 

Telling that the falhng leaves 
Typify man's end of dreams. 

There, beside my cottage eaves— 
Stands a poplar tall and high, 
Shivering down its myriad leaves 
In the north wind cutting by. 
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Day by day the dead leaves M, 
Day by day some Mr hope dies, 

And the sad hoars weave a pall 
Betwixt them and oar eyes. 

Right bosily their fingers go. 

Hastening the winter of oar woe. 
Bare boughs for weary eyes. 

On the sward the swarthy leaves 

Dankly die a clammy death* 
Patient nature never grieves 

O'er them slain by icy breath. 
Green and golden, bronzed and brown, 
Deep and soft the piled leaves 

Closer, closer nestle down. 

Mother Nature to her breast 

Takes them, binds them, hides them fast, 
Keeps them gently loving, lest 

Aught of hers be lost at last. 
Aught of hers ? Ah, never yet 
Did she from her deep heart cast 

Her true children — ^nor forget I 

For each little delving root 
Open-mouthed waits for food ; 

Weathei-pulped the dead leaves shoot 
Through the tree-veins like to blood: 

And when the springtide brings again 

Sun and wind and tepid rain, 

Shall, in buds, from boughtops shoot 

So our old hopes, day by day. 
Rot and wither from our hearts ! 

Desolate the bare boughs sway. 
Desolate, vnth barren smarts. 

We vex our lives. Ah I never dies 

A leafy joy from out our hearts 
But blossoms bright in Paradise. 
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JOSEPH SKIPSEY. 



The author of the following pretty lyrical efiiisions well deserv- 
ing preservation here, is a working coal-miner ; of whose writings 
we extract the following notice from the "Gateshead Observer:" 
** He who can write verses such as these, be he Pitman or Peer, may 
never lift his bonnet otherwise than in courtesy to the proudest 
scholar in the land. We ask for our Poet, therefore, no com- 
miserating aid. A man so nobly endowed by Heaven — to whom, 
in his own words, 'creation's self is other to that it seems to 
common sight* — is no fit subject for commiseration, having gifts 
which should inspire his own deep thankfulness, and the respectful 
admiration of others." 

We understand the author is about to publish a new edition of 
his Songs and Poems, and should any of our readers be desirous of 
encouraging lowly genius, and of lending a helping band to a de- 
serving author (a true specimen of the workman-poet), we would 
recommend an application to Messrs. Pigg and Co., Printers and 
Publishers, 81, Clayton Street, Newcastle. 



166 POETICAL SOUTENm. 

A WORt) OF GOOD CHEER. 

Why thus mourn o'er star-hopes fiided ? 

They are only from thy ken 
While by passing vapours shaded, 

They will soon appear again. 
Up ! and gird thee like a warrior ! 

Up ! and make the present thine I 
Trust me every doubt 's a barrier 

To life's heritage divine ! 

Boldly face the strife before thee I 

Difficulties big with gloom : 
In their rear are wreaths of glory 

For the heroes who overcome. 
Valour *s bom from self-denial ; 

Wisdom, from each stem rebuke ; 
Power, from every pain and trial 

That the human soul may brook. 

Hast thou ne'er thy ken directed 

Down the avenue of time, 
And throughout the maze detected 

Spirit-working deeds sublime ? 
Matter vanquished, fetters rended, 

And the beauty of the mind 
Rising like a starlight splendid 

O'er the pathway of mankind ? . 

Be not from thyself so banished 

As for even once to dream 
All the great and good have vanished 

With time's onward sweeping stream ! 
No, my brother ! be instracted 

From the universe around : 
God still acts as he has acted I 

Labour's guerdon must be found ! 
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Labour, then I the task before thee 

Soon will cease to be a task, 
Bat a spell that will secure thee 

Whatsoever thou wouldst a^k ; 
Yea, 'twill crown thee King, attended 

By the dulcet tones of Love, 
An Lnmortal, here descended, 

To uphft our eyes above I 

Smiles will leap to hail thee victor 

From each flower and running brook : 
Beauty will herself impicture 

On whatever thou mayst look ; 
Stars-^the blessed stars — my brother. 

Will attend thee in the night ; 
And creation's self be other 

Than it seems to common sight ! 



CHARITY. 

A TENFOLD blessing on his head 
Who helpeth thus the poor in need. 
As evening's dew unto the flower, 
Drain'd by the noon-day's sultry hour. 
Thy mite his vigour renovates, 
And his poor heart with joy elates ; 
Nor art thou poorer for the act, 
But made more truly rich in fact. 
Thou hast added to thy mind 
Treasures that leave price behind. 
What though envious tongues reply 
Scornful words for sympathy — 
As one whose hopes are realized — 
Hopes beyond existence prized — 
The holy Seraph, who records 
Our actions in eternal words. 
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Transported, views the kindly deed, 
And writes it that all heaven may read ; 
Which done, the host of Love agree 
To bless thee, man of charity I 



THE MODEST MAID. 

Oh ! could I a garland braid. 
That wotdd never, never fade, 
I would crown the modest maid 

Queen of Earth's bliss^ving band ! 
Poor or wealthy, dark or fair, 
Lo ! that happy maid 's an heir 
To a dower more rich and rare 

Than e'er fell fi:om Fortune's hand ! 

Not the eyes whose ardent glow 
Would the stoic's pride o'erthrow. 
Can, to my astonish'd view 

Her beguiling looks eclipse. 
Not the music of the lyre, 
Breathing Love's supreme desire. 
Can my heart with joy inspire, 

As the language of her lips. 

Let the haughty beauty frown ; 
Let the slave her rigour own ; 
Once her mid-day splendour flown, 

Yanish'd is her boasted power. 
While the modest one endears 

Herself with th' increase of years, j 

And, like yonder sun, appears 

Grandest in her settii^ hour. 
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MAIDEN WITH THE DARK BROWN HAIR. 

Wilted Is the leaf, apd blown 
By the cold wind up and down, 
Whose refreshing, gladd'ning green, 
Glisten'd with a brighter sheen, 
When thou gav'st thy promise fiiir. 
Maiden with the dark brown hair, 

Shatter'd is this heart, and hurl'd 
By its grief-storm through the world, 
Never, never more to know 
Rest or happiness below, 
Since it won that promise fair. 
Maiden with the dark brown hair. 

Go thy way I thy locks unbraid I 
Thou hast but thyself betray'd ; 
From thy seeming harden'd core, • 
Bitterly shalt thou deplore 
Breaking of that promise &ir. 
Maiden with the dark brown hair. 



DEAREST DEAR. 

Dearest one, when I am near thee. 
Though I love, I really fear thee : 
Such a tremor comes upon me. 
While I seek I fain would shun thee ! 
Mark bland Zephjnr woo the fiower — 
Mark the gem shrink from its wooer ! 
As the west wind to the blossom. 
So thy beauty to my bosom. 
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I have sought release from sadness, 
And have found the key to gladness : — 
In the ruby goblet's splendour, 
Earthly cares to joys surrender ; 
But oh ! what can soothe the anguish, 
When Beauty bids the bosom languish ? 
Not the festal banquet's smiling — 
Not the ruby cup's beguiling. 



-*p*- 



THE SUN HAS GONE DOWN. 

The sun has gone down in the west — 
The night-stars have gathered above : — 

Blest angels who smile on the blest. 
Ye sniile on the soul of my love ! 

The moon from the loud-sounding deep — 
A young bride arising I — doth move : 

She comes with the curtain of sleep, 
To veil the soft eyes of my love. 

The storm-wind has now ceased to beat ; 

The Zephyr, ransacking the grove, 
Still culls every balm-laden sweet. 

To perfume the bed of my love. 

Awake, my devotion ! arise 
To the Ruler all rulers above ; 

My thanks be up-borne to the skies, 
For blessings bestowed on my love 1 

TO ELIZA. 

Eliza, dear I my thoughts delight 

To meditate on thee : - 
With simple &ith thou art bedight, 

With truth, and love, and glee. 
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The snowdrop, budding all nnseen 

Within its wintry shade, 
Is emblem of thy modest mien, 

My little modest maid. 

Each look, each soft, endearing look, 

Doth bid the faint aspire, 
But gives the prying glance rebuke. 

Lit with unholy fire. 

So like that gem, my lovely maid, 

In its own worth secure, / 
Shalt thou the chilling storms evade 

Would blight a prouder flower. 

THE VIOLET AND THE ROSE. 

The Violet invited my kiss ; 

I kissed it, and called it my bride : 
" Was ever one slighted like this?" 

Sighed the Rose, as it stood by my side. 

My heart ever open to grief, 

To comfort the feir one I turned : 
" Of the fickle thou sure art the chief!" 

Frowned the Violet, Mid pouted and mourned. 

Then, to end all dispute, I entwined 

The love-stricken blossoms in one ; 
But that instant their beauty declined. 

And I wept for the deed I had done. 



TO 



Os, chant again that theme, sweet girl ! 

That theme, enchanting more to me, 
Than Oceana's richest pearl 

To miser's heart coidd ever be I 
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Thy lay 's the kuagoage of a heart 
By blighted hopes delirious grown ; 

And mine hath felt as keen a smart 
As e'er by Beauty's dupe was known. 

It tells of tears that flowed unseen — 
Of sighs that woke, and died unheard :- 

Such, such, sweet girl, my fate has been ; 
And sudi, too oft, is Faith's reward. 

'Tis something, still, to know alone 
I have not trod the path of grief; 

And joining in another's moan 
May give the bursting heart relief. 

Then chant, sweet girl, that theme again, 
That theme so sad, yet sweet to me; 

And I will join the pensive strain. 
And mourn the lover's fate with thee ! 



SONG. 

WHAt a change has come over Young Susie — 
Young Susie, the pride o' the moor ; 

What a change has come over Young Susie — 
The like I ne'er witnessed before ! 

How lost she those smiles that expressed her 
The friend of the weary and worn ? 

How got she those frowns that invest her 
With an air that laughs pity to scorn ? 

Surely something has happened uncothmon, 
To work the dire change I behold I 

Can any experienced woman 
The marvellous secret unfold ? 
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** A hint," quoth my granddame, " Til venture — 

Last night, if the rumour be true, 
Every^ lass had a Valentine sent her — 
Every lass in the village — but Sue !" 
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BEAUTY, BEWARE. 

When, deck'd by nature's lavish hand, 
She moves a beauty o'er the land, 
Who knows the evils that invade 
The footsteps of the tender maid ! 

So captivating, wheresoe'er 
She moves, a smile awaits her there ;. 
A smile, a word to sound her praise, 
And — cloud with woe her future days. 

Behold I the vessel with delight 
ELail the false beacon of the night, 
Nor see the fatal lure before 
She sinks — and sinks to rise no more. 

Thus doth that praise a charm impart 
Which captive leads th' unwary heart ; 
Unto that brink, from which, in vain, 
She'd seek to trace her steps again. 

What marvel, then, if oft we've eyed 
The queen flower pluck'd, and cast aside — 
The mansion levelled with the ground. 
Which oft the gaze with wonder bound I 

TO A CASTAWAY. 

I PITY thee, poor castaway. 

Who, lost to virtue, shame, and truth, 
Endeavourest thus to lead astray 

The inexperienced youth. 
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That smile upon thy lip, hath cost 

Thee many a pang to taorse it there. 
Since first dark Vice thy pathway crost. 

And wed thee to Despair. 

And thongh it sparkle as the bowl gi 

That sparkles only to betray, 
I cry for mercy on tiiat soul 

Whose hope is gone for aye. 

Poor wretch ! each evil of our state 

Pursues thee with a horrid ban. 
Until, succumbing to thy fate. 

Thou fall'st the scorn of man. 



HEY, ROBIN I 

Hev, Robin I jolly Robin ! 

Tell me how thy lady doth ? 
Is she laughing — ^is she sobbing ? 

Of grave or merry mood, or both ? 

Is she like the lambkin, skipping 
With her servants in the hall ? 

Or the dull steer under whipping. 
Sour to each and sour to all ? 

Is she like the violet, breathing 
Blessings on her native place ? 

Or the nettle, cankering, scathing 
All who dare approach her grace ? 

Is she like the dew-drop sparkling. 
When the mom peeps o'er the land ? 

Or the doud the heavens darkling, 
Boding tempest near at hand? 



K 
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Tut ! to count the freaks of woman, 
^ Count the pebbles of the seas I 
Rob, thy lady's not uncommon, 
Be or do she what she please ! 
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OH I MY SPIRIT. 

Oh I my spirit, art thou vanquished — 
Is thy latest prospect gone, — 

Must my Usk be thus relinquished. 
Ere my noble end is won ? 

Then must I die, and be remembered 

Never more, ah, never more, 
As the clown who laughed and slumbered 

Out his passing mortal hour ? 

Has my life been one untiring 
Vigil, kept at sorrow's shrine — 

One unceasing 4:oil, acquiring 

What unsought for had been mine ? 

Have I brooked the sneers of many, , 
Who had fall'n before my ire — 

Borne the buffets of the Zany, 
But to live and to expire ? 

Have I undergone privations 

That the mightiest souls had bowed — 
Stooped to unearned degradations, 

But to die as die the crowd ? 

Whither wilt thou wander? — whither? 

From thy quest my soul refrain I 
Sure the God who sent me hither 

Had some purpose in my pain. 



POETICAL SOnVEOTE. 
DEATH. 

Death is fearful ! — eaj not so : 
Death's a blessing here below. 
Brings he DOt tiie Life of Life 
To the hero of the strife ? 
Brings he not a bed of rest 
To the weary and oppressed? 
A meetiog that shall never end 
To the lover and the friend ? 
Death's a corse, I own, they'll find, 
Who're a curse to hnman kind ; 
But, oh I his shafls are fearful never 
To the sonl that lives for ever ! 




mtihmans. 
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MUSIC. 

This and the following effusions, "A Snow Picture/' and ** The 
Daisy's Star Love" have heen contributed anonymously. They 
well deserve preservation, and are evidences of the writer^s poetic 
capability. 

There wand'reth through this &l]eD earth 

A glorious stranger-child ; 
In a land far off she had her birth, 

And her speech is sweet and wild. 

In this land of her exile, cold and drear, 

She heaveth many a sigh, 
For the love of men she dwelleth here 

On an angel's embassy. 

In the language of her native sky- 
She speaketh evermore ; 

And it seemeth to us, we know not why, 
A sound we have heard before. 

It seems like a language that once we knew. 

Though now forgotten long ; 
And slumb'ring memories wake anew. 

With a wonder fresh and strong. 

And then we feel, with a kindling shame. 

We are exiles as well as she : 
The land of our birth it is the same, 

Deep fallen though we be. 

And while with fond, repentant tear. 

And stricken heart we stand, 
The angel's call we seem to hear 

From the far-off Fatherland. 
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Oh I though oft in earthly tumult driven, 

By worldly charm beguiled, 
Thy spell shall make us true to heaven, 

Thou glorious stranger-child ! 



A SNOW PICTURE. 

The wintry winds that through the night 

Had held their reckless play, 
Were hushed before returning light. 

And calm came with the day ; 
And on the ground, for miles around, 

The snow, new fallen, lay, 

A look of quietness and peace 

On all things was outspread, 
Like that which rests, upon the face 

Of the beloved dead ; 
The lull that comes when tempests cease. 

And howling winds are dead. 

I said it was a death-like rest, 

Yet, how akin to sleep I 
For earth seemed still within her breast 

Some pleasant thoughts to keep ; 
And, as by dreams of spring possessed. 

Smiled in her slumbers deep. 

I turned me to the churchyard old. 

Among the tombs to stray ; 
A snowy mantle, white and cold, 

O'er grave and gravestone lay : 
And solemnly the church-bell toU'd-^ 

A spirit passed away. 
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The leafless trees their branches white 
Waved gently o'er the dead. 

Like angels clad in robes of light, 
With blessing arms outspread, 

Watching lest foot unhallowed might 
Those sacred precincts tread. 

O Death ! in such an hour as this. 
How lovely dost thou seem ! 

What aspects of repose and peace 
From thy pale features beam ! 

And through the gloom upon the tomb 
What rays from glory gleam ! 

Not in the springtime would I die, 
When earth wakes into life, 

When all the wood and field and sky 
With sounds of joy are rife, 

And each young heart is beating high 
With ardour for the strife. 

But now, when wintry slumbers deep 

Fall soft on everything, 
I, too, would lay me down and sleep 

Beneath earth's snowy wing, 
And patiently, like Nature, wait 

The resurrection-spring. 
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THE DAISY'S STAR LOVE. 

A BALLAD. 

When first upon the new-spread earth 
She woke to life and iight, 

Without a spot tlie daisy shone 
In robe of virgin white. 
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And trastfolly she aye looked up, 

For the sun's awsJsening kiss ; 
And the dew that fell at morn and eve, 

Were the daisy's only bliss. 

One summer's eve, a bright young star 

Would take an early peep, 
To see how looked this strange new world 

Before it fell asleep. 

And wonderingly he gazed around. 

O'er forest, field, and lake, 
And gardens, where a thousand flowers 

Were still all bright, awake. 

But when the star's enraptured glance 

The Uttle daisy spied. 
With meek eyes raised in evening prayer, 

Forgot he all beside. 

And left the glorious sunset skies. 

And swiftly earthward flew. 
Borne on the rainbow-gleaming wings 

Of a drop o( evening dew. 

He fell upon the daisy's breast, — 

She closed her white fringe o'er. 
They slept — ^but when the morning broke 

The star was seen no more ; 

For the low, thick air and earthly damp 

Had quenched his spirit rare. 
How should a creature born so high 

But quickly perish here ? 

But the daisy ne'er forgot her love : 
• She drooped a little while. 
And then looked up to heaven again, 
With the old expectant smile. 
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Still lingers in her faithful breast 

A track of golden light, 
And she still looks up, for she loves the sky 

Whence came her star that night. 



TO THE ROBIN. 

BY EMMA SOUTHWELL. 

This, and the two following poems were omitted in preceding 
pages, but it would have been unjust to exclude them from, this 
collection. 

Perch'd upon a slender bough, 
Robin sweet, I spy thee now, 
And thank thee for each silvery note 
Gushing from thy tiny throat. 

Sing on, little trembler I sing- 
To my heart fond thoughts you bring, 
And half-formed visions, bright and fair, 
Seem wafted from another sphere. 

Sing on, loved bird ! thy song is fraught 
With gentle hope and holy thought. 
Soft as those fleeting clouds I view. 
Now melting from the azure blue. 

Sunbeams warm upon my brow 
Fall in tender kisses now, 
Sealing those joyous hopes that came 
Swelling m thy gentle strain. 
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STILL I MUST HOPE. 

Oh ! once again to fed his long, long look of love. 
And hear those whisperings, sweetly low, confirming 
All my fond heart would still believe is true, 
How would such words refresh this troubled soul, 
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Removii^ all the sad, sad doabts of years ! 

For, oh ! 'tis bitterness to find the loved one false ! 

What joy has Hfe when we have ceased to trust 

Those whom we long have deemed all love and truth ? 

Vain, vain are all our efforts to forget. 

Though well we know 'tis weakness to remember ; 

But, oh ! a look, a tone will banish firm resolves, 

Will bring the past before us fresh as ever. 

And once again in memories' dream we live, 

Knowing, alas ! too well, the lost one's dearer still 

Than all the world beside; and though all else may 

change, 
That heart can never, which once has fondly loved. 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Bless thee, my mother ! 'tis thy natal day, 
And we, thy children, gather round 
With hearts so full of tenderness and love. 
That the slow tongue seems powerless to tell 
One half the deep, deep feeling trembling there. 
And all our anxious hopes and fears for thee. 
Our precious one, our only parent now. 
Sad were the hearth without that gentle smile 
Which makes warm sunshine in our quiet home. 
Ah ! when from suffering thy cheek grows pale. 
We tremble, lest thou, too, shouldst pass away ; 
Still would we keep thee here — oh, selfish love ! 
Though thou wert happier in thy home above. 
Speak, then, my mother ; let us dry thy tears. 
Gaze not thus sadly on his vacant chair ; 
We miss him, too, but not like thee : ah, no ! 
Forty long years of wedded bliss were thine. 
And each one saw thee happier than the last, 
So tenderly he loved and cherished thee. 



' 
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'Twas beautiful to see his patient care 

To smooth thy path ; for ever mindfol 

Of thy slightest wish, — his first thought was for thee; 

In siclsness or in health, in joy or grief, 

Still the same tone and loving smile was his. 

Methinks I see him seated by thee now. 

Gazing upon thy face with lover's pride, 

Thy hands in his, pressed fondly, and those eyes 

Beaming with tenderness, as in accents low 

He tells, that to his sight thou'rt still as fair 

As when in thy fresh loveliness he won 

Thee for his gentle bride ; and that long years 

Have but increased his love, and made thee one 

In soul, striving and living for that better land 

To which you both were journeying. Ah ! then 

We little tiiought our dear one was so near ; 

Oh ! it was hard to realize, and now. 

Sometimes it seems so like a dream, 

Those few long weeks of agony intense, 

Before " God gave to his beloved sleep." 

Well may this day, so fondly kept by him, 

Bring back a tide of memories so dear 

That the heart almost sinks beneath its rush : 

Yet voe can sympathize, and feel it too. 

Thy loss is ours ; but we are left thee still 

To soothe and cheer thy few remaining years ; 

To love and comfort thee ; till in His own good time 

Our Heavenly Father bids thee join the lost one 

In that home where he now waits to welcome thee 

With more than human love. Oh, blessed hope ! 

May we all reach at last that peaceful shore I 

And not one child, whom God hath given thee ^re, 

Be missing from that fiunily above. 
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THE STEP-LADDER, 

The excellent verses under this title, with the fonr following 
pieces, are translations by W. R. Evans, who, we have been given 
to understand, is the son of a jonmeyman carpenter, and him- 
self follows the trade of a printer. Without pretension, he has 
devoted a part of his leisure hours to philological investigation, 
and in cultivating a taste for versification. The Step-ladder forms 
part of a volume entitled *' A Century of Fables," for which the 
author is desirous of obtaining subscribers. Without the hesi- 
tation frequently experienced in recommending a young author's 
first productions, do we commend Mr. Evans to our readers' notice, 
who, from a clever prospectus before us, we find resides at 
15, Seymour-street, N.W. 

A Sparrow pounced upon a Fly, 

Whom struggling to his nest be bore ; 

And vainly did the insect cry : 

•* Oh, spare me I spare me, I implore I " — 

" No," said the murdVer, " you must die ; 

For you are not so strong as I." 

A Sparrow-hawk came flying past, 
Aiid seized the Sparrow on his way ; 

Who, as his captor held him fast, 

Cried : ** Spare me I let me go, I pray !" — 

** No," said the murd'rer, ** you must die ; 

For you are not so strong as I." 

An Eagle darted through the air, 

And clutched the Hawk with sudden grasp ; 
When " Spare me, sire I I pray thee, spare !" 

The stricken bird b^an to gasp. 
•* No," said the murd'rer, " you must die ; 
For you are not so strong as I." 
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A Hunter bent his deadly bow, 
And smote the Eagle as he spoke ; 

Who cried, ** O wretch, to slay me so I 
H6w have I merited this stroke ?" 

** Yet," said the murd'rer, ** you must die; 

For you are not so strong as L" 



THINGS OF COURSE. 
[From the German of Uhland.] 

At evening, roaming forth, along 

The m^ow path I stray. 
While she looks from her summer-house. 

That stands hard by the way. 
We never made appointment yet. 
But as a thing of course have met. 

I know not how it came to pass. 
Oft have I kiss'd her though. 

1 ask her not ; she says not ** Yes !" 
But then she ne'er says ** No 1" 

When lips to lips are fondly prest, 

We think it good, and let them rest. 

The zephyr toyeth with the rose, 

Its love for granted takes ; 
The rose imbibes the crystal dew, 

And no petition makes. 
I love her, and she loveth me ; 
But neither whispers : " I love thee 1" 
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SONG. 
[After the Italian of Albo Crisso.] 

When first my beloved 

Threw fetters around me. 
Of gold were the fetters, 

And lightly they bound me. 

But as in the old time 

The golden age speeded. 
And then to the brazen 

The iron succeeded ; 

So, too, did my fetters 

Grow base with the wearing, 
From hoping to doubting, 

And then to despairing.' 

And as since the others 

Have made their arrival, 
Alas ! of the first age 

We see no revival. 

So, too, of my loving 

The golden age ended, 
I fear to oblivion 

For aye hath descended. 



THE ROSE AND THE TOMB. 
[From the French of Victor Hngo.] 

Thus of the Rose the Tomb inquired : 

^* Of the soft dew of eventide 
What makest thou, O flower admired ?" 

Thus to the Tomb the Rose replied : 
*' What makest thou of those that, sink 
Down through thy ever-yawning brink ?" 
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And fiirther said : " O sombre Tomb, 

Sweet honey of that dew I make, 
Here in the shadow of my bloom." 

" O Queen of Flowers," — the Tomb then spake, — 
'* Of each pure soul that hither hies 
I make an angel for the skies." 
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THE REPLY. 

[From the German of Uhland.] 

The rode thou lately sentest me, 
Gather'd with lily hand by thee, 
Lived scarcely to the eventide. 
When, pining for its home, it died ; 
Its soul now soars to thee away. 
Returning in a tiny lay. 
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SONNET. 

The following beaatifol lines we have cat from an old news- 
paper. They bear the signature of James McDougall. 

Upon a violet leaf, at dawn of night. 

Lies one small gleaming globelet ; 'tis a drop 

Of dew. Eve's precious pearl. From the top 
Of heaven's wide arch shines a great star, whose light 
Seems to my gaze ever to grow more bright 

As deepens the dark blue. And one sweet ray 

Comes silently on its ethereal way 
Into the dew-drop's breast, so calm and white, 

Filling it full of lustre all divine. 
In such expectancy my soul would lie, 

A meek recipient of beams that shine 
From the celestial throne, while thus I cry, — 

** Star of the Universe ! one ray from thee 

" Would glorify my being endlessly I" 
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VICTORIA. 



The following patriotic and loyal production is by Emily 

C. Barnard. 

We pray for thee, Victoria, 

Queen of our island home, 
A nation's love — thy bulwark, 

A nation's heart — thy throne I 
God*8 fair and goodly heritage 

To Albion thou hast been ; 
Greatest of earthly potentates, 

Our gracious loving Queen. 

We pray for thee, Victoria, 

For thee and thine we plead, 
Thy people's duty, and their love 

Make duty sweet indeed ; 
For oh I thou never yet forgot'st, 

lu royalty's gay scene, 
The friend in Hi thy Majesty, 

The woman in the Queen. 

We pray -for thee, Victoria, 

God from his holy place. 
Look down in loving tenderness 

On his anointed's &ce. 
Send help from out the Sanctuary, 

And thy Defender be. 
Scatter like dust thine enemies, 
• And grant thee victory. 

We pray for thee, Victoria, 

No proud invader dare 
The temple of thy home profane 

While British hearts are near ; 
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And 'Death the Almighty shadowing 

Secure fit)m all alarm, 
No midnight pestilence approach 

Or noontide sickness harm. 

We pray for thee, Victoria ; 

Consort and children share 
Thy people's supplicating voice, 

Their universal prayer — 
That long and prosperous be thy reign 

In glory and renown, 
And after death a kingdom bright, 

And an immortal crown. 



THE BEAUTIFUL. 

By Cuthbert Raymond, author of several poems exhibiting 

considerable promise. 

The Beautiful I the Beautiful I 

We are not left to trace 
Its presence in one favour'd spot. 

We dwell in its embrace ; 
It spreads o'er Nature's wide domains. 

Pervading every scene, 
And blends with goodness wheresoe'er 

The hand of God hath been. 

The Beautiful I the Beautiful I 

We feel it in the breath 
Of Nature, as invisibly 

It raises life from death ; 
We feel it in the vital warmth 

Of Heaven's meridian blaze. 
And in the evening-cool, beneath 

The sun's last liquid rays. 
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The Beautiftil 1 the Beautiful ! 

We see it in the sky, 
When night's pale empress and her train 

Keep silent watch on high ; 
We see it when the morning wakes 

Upon the rosy hills, 
And in each crystal dewy drop 

That o'er the earth distils. 

The Beautiful I the Beautiful ! 

Amid the summer shower, 
'Tis in the rainbow's living hues, 

It sparkles in each flower ; 
It floats upon the waving fields, 

It crowns the blooming trees, 
And sheds its ^grance on the wings 

Of every passing breeze. 

The Beautiful ! the Beautiful! 

We hear it in the notes 
The feather'd minstrels of the air 

Pour from their bursting throats ; 
The woods resound, the valleys ring. 

With music wild and free. 
All tuned to love — no strains beside 

Possess such charms for me. 

The Beautiful I the Beautiful t 

It gladdens every sense, 
And calms our bosom's tumults with 

Its soothing influence ; — 
The heart that can resist its power 

Is Beauly's only blot. 
And in Creation's harp, is like 

A string that soundeth not. 
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The Beantifbl ! the Beautiful ! 

It is our Maker's &ce 
Seen through the medium of his works- 

The radiance of his grace ; 
It is the voice by which He speaks 

To mortals from above, 
And claims for his beneficence 

Our homage and our love. 



THE PHOTOGRAPH. 
By Emma Roberts. 

I HAVE a store of treasured things, 

Gifts from the loved and dear, 
Within a little cabinet 

Guarded with miser care — 
A sunny tress of silken hair, 

A fairy link of jet, 
A string of gems both rich and rare, 

A scentless violet. 
But, oh 1 there 's one so doubly prized, 

Such wondrous charm it hath, 
'Tis not the gem, the tress, or flower. 

But a tiny Photograph ! 

There in its quiet, secret nook 

The precious casket lies. 
There rests that calm and classic brow. 

There beams those earnest eyes ; 
And as I gaze upon that face 

Wrought with such skill and care. 
My spirit holds sweet fellowship 

And lays its burden there. 
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Yes I dearest of my souvenirs, 
Bright sunbeam in my path, 

My heart would not so joyous be. 
Without this Photograph ! 



TAKE THIS LAUREL. 

A 80N0. 

[By Archibald Belaney, author of ** The Hundred Days of Na- 
poleon," a poem of which Sir Archibald Alison writes : *' I feel 
that you have done me a high honour in dedicating this poem to 
myself."] 

O TAKE this laurel from my head. 
And weave a cypress wreath for me : 

Soon, soon shall I be with the dead, 
And soon my spirit shall be free. 

The world's applause comes all too late : — 
I've met its slights with cloudless brow, 

Nor sought its love, nor feared its hate 
When full of life, — and need I now ? 

No, no I the trumpet tongue of fame 

Palls all unheeded on my ear ; 
Nor is there in an empty name 

Aught that the parting soul can cheer ! 

Then take this laurel crown away 
And twine for me a cjrpress wreath. 

For proudest triumph could not stay, 
One moment's space, the stroke of death. 



-•o*- 
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POEMS BY A. R 

FILIAL PIETY. 

[We do not apologize for reprinting this and the refreshingly simple, 
Jbut pleasing verses following to page 205. Some of the pieces have 
appeared elsewhere, but will be none the less acceptable to our 
readers on that accoont.] 

The battle's din had ceased, and the song of victory rang. 
As Augustas, Actiom's conqueror, went forth his 

troops among ; 
And many a trae and brave one, met then the emperor's 

view, 
But none so brave as Metellus, and none more tried 

and trae« 
And sternly stood the Caesar, his banners all unfurl'd. 
To judge the men who had defied the conqueror of the 

world : 
Some stood erect and haughty, and some sullen were 

with grief; 
Some spoke aloud defyingly, some sought in tears relief. 
But there was one among them, a gray-hair'd man was he, 
Whose every lineament bore trace of stem anxiety ; 
And ever as the wind about his brow the scant locks 

threw; 
Furrows of want and wretchedness were plainly brought 

to view. 
Yet proudly rose the haughty head, and fiash'd the 

burning eye. 
As turning to the conqueror he raised the battle-cry. 
And lifting high his withered hands he cried defyingly, 
** The time shall come when Actium yet shall boast her 

Uberty." 
And as some dread volcano pours forth its liquid fire. 
So pour'd he forth in wrathful words the torrent of his ire. 



POETICAL SOUVENIR. 195 

A cloud was on the Caesar's brow and sternness in his 

eye, 
As he condemned the captive a traitor's death to die. 
But sterner grew the emperor's eye young Metellus to 

see^ 
Around the old man throw his arms and weep in agony, 
And kneel before him, then bedew with bitter tears his 

fece. 
And hear him own himself a son of that much-hated 

race. 
" My lord, my lord," cried Metellus, ** it is my sire 

you see, 
And he, I know, has been to you a bitter enemy ; 
But he whose haughty brow is tum'd so proudly upon 

thee. 
Has play'd with me in childhood's hour beneath the 

spreading tree, 
Has gently cradled me to sleep upon his heaving breast, 
Has hushed my childish cries, and pitied and caressed. 
Take, take my life, let me atone for what my sire has 

done ; 
Oh ! listen to my prayer, my lord, and be by pity won : 
Oh I spare him, spare him, I have been for ever true 

to thee ; 
I surely merit some reward for tried fidelity ; 
And this the guerdon that I crave, but in his stead to die, 
Thou'lt grant my prayer, I know thou wilt, I see it in 

thine eye." 
A tear was in the Caesar's eye, his words came trem- 
blingly ; 
** Go, go ; thou'rt free, old man," he cried, '* for thy 

son's fidelity I 
Thou shalt not die, young Metellus, high honours wait 

for thee : 
But this I crave, that thou be still a faithfiil friend to 

me. 
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WORDS OF TENDERNESS. 

O WORDS of deep, fond tenderness, 
In manhood's accents bold. 

Or falteringly and timidly 
B7 trembling maiden told : 

Or prattled by the little one 

We cradle in our arms, 
Or breathed forth hurriedly and &st 

With love's fierce wild alarms ; 

Or sadly, sweetly falling low, 
From the pale lips of age. 

Or bright with a holy radiance 
From poet's glitt'ring page ! — 

Ye have a heavenly mission, 

A mission all your own^ 
To breathe of hope, to help, to aid. 

To still despair's dull moan. 

Spirits of heart and mind, how bright 
The radiance ye have cast. 

On sunny homes, where'er thy smile 
Or peaceful wings have passed I 

Come when ye will, in youth or age, 
Or summer's golden prime, 

There is on earth no greater power, 
No hope, no joy like thine. 



TRY AGAIN. 

O ! WE bless the rhyme of our childhood's time, 
And lips which taught " Try again !" 

The words have a spell which has served us well 
In many an hour of pain. 
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Yet the verse thus caught, with our life's hope fraught, 

Was idly conn'd o'er and o'er, 
And little we thought that the echoes sought 

To stay with us evermore. 

For no lecture long and no counsel strong 

Has served us so well, I ween, 
To awaken hope, or to banish sloth^ 

Or to fire our souls again. 

The world it is rife with change and strife, 

And we may stand all alone, 
But the brave soul still, with a mighty will, 

Maketh no sigh nor moan. 

In its glorious strength it will never faint. 

But still bravely battle on. 
And die in the chime of its childhood's time 

And even in death " hope on," 



THE OLD POST IN THE FIELD. 

O, THE old post ! the dear old post ! 

How many mem'ries cling 
Around thy notched and lettered sides. 

Thou staimch, though time-worn thing I 

Again I feel a joyous child, 

As upon 'thee I gaze. 
And early friends start up in glee, 

As in those bygone days. 

We placed our names on thee, before 

We hardly held a book. 
To carve the rough initials out, 

dear ! what pains we took I 
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In raciDg games thou wert the goal, 
At thee our stones were hurled. 

On thee we placed the mimic flag 
Which was to brave the world. 

We dressed thee in a winding-sheet, 
We decked thee out with flowers, 

Thou wert a ghost, and then a girl. 
In those bright sunnj hours. 

But dearer, fonder memories, 
The old post brings me now, 

Of meetings oft, of plighted troth, 
Of young love's ardent vow. 

Thou held'st for me love's first sweet gift, 
Bright flowers of hope and truth. 

Placed in the hollow which had held 
Our flag in days of youth. 

And now our children play around 
The dear old post, as when 

We wakened with our boist'rous mirth 
The echoes of the glen. 

Old post, these mem'ries make me think 
Thou'rt some familiar friend, 

Whom sun, nor shower, nor tempest wild 
Could neither warp nor bend. 

Old age will come, and one by one 
We must youth's pleasures yield. 

But tottering age will love, I ween. 
The old post in the field. 
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MOTHER, LOVE STILL THY CHILD. 

" Wee, happy, cantr, pawky thing ; 
Young bird o' life s unclouded spring ; 
How dear thou art I canna bring 
My mind to say, though much, I fear, 

It maun be sin to loe thee sae." 

Mbs. Price. 

Mother, love still thy little one, 

Thou canst not love too well, 
O stifle not the sacred fire 

Nor thy heart's fervent swell : 
Yet worship none but God, and be 
Free from the sin Idolatry. 

Yet let thy love unbounded be 

As ocean's lordly flow. 
Still let no fear assail thy peace, 

To check the new-born glow : 
For God has to the mother given 
This foretaste of the bliss of heaven. 

Think not our Father and our Friend 

Will send his chast'ning rod, 
For know'st thou not in loving it 

Thou lovest still thy God ? 
And when thy thoughts are claimed on high 
Thou*lt love thy child most fervently. 

For He, the fount of every good. 

Did never sure ordain 
That these, the heart's best joys, should be 

A source of woe and pain. 
O no I for this fond, pure delight 
Will make us holier in his sight 
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Then call it not idolatry, 
Thus, thus to fondly prize 

The little one, in whom our hopes 
And earthly comfort lies. 

O no ! this mother's love can be 

No semblance to idolatry. 

And as thy in&nt clasps thy necl^ 
To press his lips to thine, 

Then tell him of a dearer Friend, 
A Friend in Heaven divine ; 

And the young heart will strive to gain 

A home unknown to sin or pain. 

So shall the memory of his youth, 
And of thy earnest prayer, 

Preserve him e'en in manhood's prime 
From many a tempting snare. 

Then let thy fond heart ne'er foretell 

Evils for those who love too well. 

Then onwards, mother ! onwards press. 

No language but of love. 
And when we meet, a holy band, 

In the bright world above, 
It will, oh I then, far deeper be, 
Yet not be deem'd idolatry. 



THE LONELY BRIDAL. 



Alone on the shore, 'midst the tempest's roar. 

Did two young lovers stand, 
And their dearest tie was the love-drawn sigh, 

And their pledge — the clasped hand. 
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No priest stood there in long robes fiur 

Their hands and their words to guide ; 
No rich perfdme, no bridal tone, 

Was there hj the lone sea side. 

No pastimes wiled, no bridesmaids smiled, 

No ring of gold was there ; 
No oraoge-flowers, from fragrant bowers, 

Could deck that maiden's hair. 

They plighted their troth, and the wild winds wroth 

Their bridal song did sing. 
And the petrel's scream, and the lightning's gleam. 

Was their only welcoming. 

To the banquet spread, of hard sea-bread. 

And the fruit of the desert tree, 
To their only home, a cavern strewn 

With the bright weeds of the sea. 

For no sign or trace of the human race 

On that desert isle was found, 
Save dead forms thrown by the wild sea's foam 

From a vessel homeward bound. 

And say, did lihey err, that youthful pair. 

Wed thus by the lone sea aide, 
With solemn prayer, though no priest stood there, 

To bless the youthful bride ? 

No ! as holy lihe plight in God's just sight 

As though priestly voice had bound, 
Or lofty fiwe, or bridal train, 

Had witnessed each marriage sound. 
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WHY DOES SHE WEEP ? 

Why does she weep, when all around is bright and 

passing fair ? 
Whilst with the mystic orange wreath they twine her 

shining hair ; 
And everything of beauty does that fsjx young girl 

sunound. 
And joyous words, the graceful dance, and music's 

sweetest sound, 
And lustrous silks, and jewels bright, from India's far- 
off lands. 
And costly perfumes richly scent her dark hau-'s shining 

bands? 
For brighter gems or lovelier pearls no maiden &ir 

would seek. 
Yet now a purer, lovelier one is trickling down her 

cheek: 
And the young ones, in their joyousness, look up and 

wonder why. 
At such a time, a tear should dim that maiden's spark- 
ling eye. 
Yet on they pass, and gambol still in childish mirthful 

glee. 
Making each room and nook resound with their 

hilarity ; 
As though they felt each pearly drop would to the 

lover prove 
A perfect, bright, and holy link in the long chain of 

love. 
And yet why does she weep ? the bright-eyed, fiiiry 

thing : 
Unbroken has the sunshine poured upon her cloudless 

spring. 
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Does she weep to think by her young love, ay, and 

by him alone, 
All future plans and paths in life must evermore be 

shown ? 
Does she weep to think the holy vow will now for 

ever bind 
Her hopes, and love, and dearest tiioughts to one of 

human kind? 
Does she fear his truth may waver, or that his thou^ts 

may range. 
Or that the thirst for worldly fame may cause his love 

to change? 
Does she weep to think the tender voice may even 

learn to chide. 
And other, &irer forms supplant his own true loving 

bride ? 
Oh no I oh no ! that pure one's soul from all distrust is 

free. 
As the bubbling brook, or the wind which sweeps 

through each tall forest tree. 
With him by her side, and his voice in her ear, each 

land will ever seem 
As beautiful and &irylike as the one of her early 

dream ; 
And without a sigh her heart responds unto the holy 

vow 
Which binds her every thought to him for ever, ever 

now. 
Yet still she weeps, though she loves so well, but tears 

like hers will flow 
Whilst faithful friends and truthful hearts are formed 

for love below. 
She weeps upon her mother's neck, that mother who 

must sever 
From her whom she has loved so well and fondly 

cherished ever. 
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She weeps to leave her aged sire whose kindly, lovilig 

tone 
.She ne'er perchance may hear again in her far-distant 

home. 
She thinks upon her brothers songs, her meny sister's 

smile, 
And weeps to think they ne'er again may her lone 

hours beguile. 
She weeps to hear the blessings poured upon her 

youthful head, 
To know how many a prayer ascends from those whom 

she has fed ; 
She sighs to leave her gay parterre, each well-known 

hill and plain ; 
She weeps that each 'familiar spot she ne'er may see 

again. 
But, ah ! her first fond lover, her husband 's by her side. 
And he in ecstacy has clasped unto his heart his bride : 
He stoops to kiss the struggling tears from off those 

downcast eyes, 
He whispers fondly in her ear, and, see, all sorrow 

flies! 
Her beaming eyes are raised to his, she has lefb, with 

him to roam, 
Fond parents, sisters, brothers, friends, her native place 

and home, 
Her gay parterre, the poor she fed, the fields where a 

child she ran. 
She goes to a far-off, distant land, and all for the love 

of man. 
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TO MY FATHER. 



Father, thy brow is wrinkled, 
Thy hair is gray and thin. 

Yet does it seem to me they should 
Still lore and &TOur win. 

Father, I have known other brows 
Not wrinkled so by time, 

And other locks, whose waving curls 
Than thine more brightly shiue. 

But none, my father, that can look 

So beauti&l to me. 
No other brow to me doth wear 

Such great sincerity. 

Father, I have known other hearts 
Bright with affection's fire, 

Have felt their wealth of tenderness 
My soul with love inspire. 

But memory turns page after page 
Of the great book of time, 

Yet finds no heart so just and true, 
So tender, sire, as ^ine. 



THE LITTLE WIFE-BIRD. 

[The following characteristic poem, << The Little Wife-Bird," is 
by FoUiott Sandford Pierpoint, author of << The Chalice of Na- 
tuie," ** Lyra Jesu/' &c. acc ; a little volume containing poems 
remari[able for chastity of thought and originality of ezpreosion.] 

Come in, come in, beloved I 

The long, long hours are past, 
And thou art come to thine own home-nest 

Like a weary bird at last ; 
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Like a weary bird that fiiyetb 

Far over land and sea ; 
But ever it thinks of its own tnie love, 

And sighs for ito own home-tree. 

Come in t come in, beloved ! 

When first that voice I heard. 
My heart within me fluttered, 

Like the heart of a little bird ; 
And I knew not why it trembled. 

For little I knew of Love ; 
But it grieved, as though a glory 

Had bathed me from above. 

You sang that song, beloved. 

Your voice was low and sweet ; 
'' I heard the feet of the angels 

Fall on the golden street ;" 
My heart was beating fast, love, 

Within its earthly bars. 
But my spirit soared far, far away, 

And mingled with the stars. 

That night I dreamed, beloved, 

I heard that song once more ; 
It was chanted by the angels 

Along heaven's starry floor. 
To the thunder of a thousand harps 

It swelled o'er land and sea, 
But a low sweet voice within my heart 

Made music still to me. 

I woke, nor knew, beloved. 
Why earth had dearer grown, 

Why the flowers smiled more sweetly. 
Or the sun more brightly shone. 
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It was all so like a dream, too, 

For I knew not it was love, 
But it seemed, indeed, a glory 

Had bathed me from above. 

You sat by my side, beloved. 

My head was on your breast. 
You called me your own little bird of love. 

And welcomed me to your nest. 
We plighted our troth for ever 

For this world and above, 
And surely the glory was round me, 

And I knew that it was love. 

You sang that song, beloved, 

My heart within me stirred. 
For he that sang was my own true love, 

And I was his little wife-bird. 
Then welcome home, beloved ! 

The toilsome day is past. 
And the weary, weary bird is flown 

To its own home-nest at last. 

Come in, come in, bebved ! 

The long, long hours are past. 
And thou art come to thine home-nest 

Like a weary bird at last ; 
Like a weary bird that flieth 

Far over land and sea ; 
But ever it thinks of its own true love. 

And sighs for its own home-tree. 
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EVENING. 



BT J. HARRIS. 

It is the eve, and every flower, 

Wrapped in a load of dew, 
Looks up from its green house of leaves 

Into ^e sky's deep blue. 
What do they say — ^those thousand flowers ? 

We cannot hear but know : — 
" Oh ! we are glad and beautiful, 

And God has made us so, 
Therefore let praise in one wide stream 

To Him for ever flow." 

And, like a soul set free, the lark 

Soars singing up on high. 
And now he is a little speck — 

A black star in the sky. 
What are the words of that sweet song ? 

We cannot hear but know. 
Only its music is dropped down 

To listeners below ; 
But this it is — " Let praise to God 

In one wide current flow." 

And all the sea, and every tree, 

And every green grass blade. 
Are praising God continually 

For all that He has made. 
And oh I I would that every voice 

Of all men here below. 
Might be one drop to swell the strength 

Of that perpetual flow : 
That every man God's love and praise 

Might sing, and feel, and know ! 

>0t 
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THE CHILD ANGEL. 

a 

The following beautifiil composition we are enabled to present 
to our readers by the kind permission of the proprietors of the 
copyright, Messrs. Groombridge .and Co., from a volume con» 
taining many of the most brilliant quotable passages in the 
language. It is by J. Stanyan Bigg. 

Always lightest was her laughter, — 

There was dream-land in its tone ; 
Though she mingled with the children, 

Yet she always seemed alone* 
And her prattle, — 'twas but child's talk, — 

Yet it always sparkled o'er, 
With a strange and shadowy wisdom, 

With a bird-like fairy-lore. 
Which you could not help but fancy. 

You had somewhere heard before. 
In some old-world happy version 

By a bright Elysian shore I 

All the little children loved her, — 

None so joyous in their play. 
And yet ever there was somediing 

Which seemed — ^ah ! so far away 
From the joyance and the laughter, 

And the streamlet's crisping foam, — 
'Twas as if some little song-bird 

Had dropp'd down firom yon blue dome. 
Warbling still among the others, 

Wandering with tiiem where they roam. 
And yet hallowing remembrance 

With low gushes about home ! 

p 
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Oh the glory of those child-eyes I 

Oh the music of her feet ! 
Oh those peals of spirit-laughter 

Coming up the village street I 
Shall we never hear her knocking 

At the little ivied door ? 
Will she never run to kiss us 

Bounding o'er the oaken floor ? 
Has that music gone for ever ? 

Are those tender lispings o'er ? 
Oh the terror ! Oh the anguish 

Of that one word, — evermore ! 

Ever was she but a stranger 

Among sublunary things : 
All her life was but the folding 

Of her gorgeous spirit-wings,— 
Nothing more than a forgetting, — 

Still she gave more than she took 
From the sunlight or the starlight, 

From the meadow or the brook : — 
There was music in her silence. 

There was wisdom in her look. 
There was raying out of beauty 

As from some transcendent book ; — 
She was wonderful as grottoes 

With straoge gods in every nook ! 

And at night, amid the silence, 

With her little prayer-clasp'd hands 
She looked holy as the Christ-church 

Rising white in Pagan lands : — 
Seem'd she but the faltering prelude 

To a great tale of God's throne, — 
As a flower dropp'd out of heaven 

Telling whither it has grown. 
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But she left us — ^she, our angel — 

Without murmur, without moan.; 
And we woke and found it starlight, — 

Found that we were all alone. 
And as desolate as birds' nests, 

When the fledglings have all flown I 

But our house has been made sacred, — 

Sacred every spot she trod ; 
For she came a starry preacher 

Dedicating all to God. 
Render thanks unto the Giver 

Though His Gift be out of sight, 
For a jubilant to-morrow 

Shall come after this to-night I 
She hath left a spirit-glory 

Blending with the grosser light, 
Oh the earth to us is holy ! 

Oh the other world is bright I 



THE SOLDIER'S FAREWELL. 

BT J. HABRIS. 

Farewell I although my course is set with danger, 

I nurse no faithless fear ; 
For Christ, who lay an in^t in a manger, 

Will evermore be near. 

He will protect thee in those far-off regions, 

And guide and guard thy way. 
When, swept by Battle's storm the marshalled legions. 

Billow-like, surge and sway. 

Farewell I there is a gentle voice that calleth 

In accents calm and deep, 
'* For every one, of all that host, that falleth, 

There shall be some to weep." 
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There shall be some to tell the mournful story, 

FumUing many fears ; 
For even thus the pathway of earth's glory 

Is set and sown with tears. 

Farewell ! that word must sound across the ocean. 

And sadden the sad sea ; 
But though my heart may throb with strange emotion, 

I scarcely mourn for thee. 

But when I go again to gather flowers 

Down by the mossy brook, 
I shall be thinking of thy lonely hours, 

Uncheered by one kind look. 

And I shall see thee by the bivouac fire, 

Beside the battle plain, 
With burning thoughts that struggle to soar higher, 

When all is still again. 

And in the field the Angel hath been reaping, 

I see the lifeless crowd ; 
A hundred forms upon the cold grass sleeping, 

With twilight for a shroud. 

I cannot count thee with those marble faces 

Beneath the sky's broad dome ; 
But, oh ! there will be many vacant places 

By firesides at home. 

Farewell I thou goest on a noble mission, 

For this blood will be spilt, 
To stem the stream of one cruel man's ambition. 

On whose head rests the guilt. 

Farewell, farewell I the sad word must be spoken — 

Thou goest forth to fight ; 
Whatever heart-strings are untuned or broken, 

God will preserve the right. 

LOKDOK : PUINTED tiT W. CLOWES AKD SONS, STAMFORD STREET. 



Royal 4to., price 128., 

RICARDO LINTER'S AND ROWLAND BROWN'S 

VESPER DEW-DROPS; 

GOKTAIMIKG 

CAPBICCIO, aSVEN SONGS, AND DUET. 



Duets and Songs by the same, 

BlSaiONS OF LOVE AND DEIjIGHT. (Fairj 
Duet.) i\s. 

liEAVE US NOT YET. (Duet.) 3s. 

BPIBIT ECHOES. Inscribed to Viboountess Palmerston. 
2s. 6d. 

BEAUTIFUL WAVES. (Duet.) 3s. 

SISTEB SPIBIT, COME AWAY. 2s. 6<f. 

CHIME AGAIN, SWEET BELL& Dedicated to the 
Hon. Lady Portman. 2s. 

THE ANGEL OF LIGHT. 2s. 

OUR ISLE OF BEAUTY. (National Song.) 2s. 6cr. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" ' Vesper Dew-drops.' — This is an elegant present adapted to the season, not 
too difficnlt, and extremely pleasing in its character. It is sore to attract 
attention, and reward it"— Literary Gtuette. 

"Wedded to the ^^pathetic strains of tender plaintive melody, or bril- 
liantly harmonized passages, relieved by fine and forcible camiocioe, in whidx 
the genius of Linter delfts to revel, the beautlM words of Rowland Brown's 
gentle, pure, and almost feminine inspirations, never appeared to greatw 
advantage."— itorset County Chronicle, 

" We thank Rowland Brown and Ricardo Linter for so i^propriately con- 
tributing to enliven our Gliristmas evenincp with such variety and beauty of 
seutimeut and song— things which it does the heart good, and soothes the 
inmost feelingB, simply to hear ; but of whldi every vocalist must certainly 
become passionately fond in the acquisition." — Southern Timei, 

15 per cent, from Booki, and 50 per cent, from Muiic. Stamps received in 

payment, 

London: A. GOULD & Co., 13, Bouvebie Street, E.G. 
Lyme Regis :'DUNSTER'8 MUSICAL LIBRARY. 



Uniform in size and price, 

Fpap. 8vo., cloth 3s. 6 J., extra gilt 5s. (Post Free.) 

BOWIiAin) BBOWirS '* SONGS OF F.AT?.T.^ 

sPRnsro/' 

New and revised Edition . 

ROWIiAND BROWN'S LUiY-IiEAVES. 

Second Edition. 

BOWIiAND BBOWN'S "BEAUTIES OP 

LYME BEGIS." 

Second Edition, illustrated. 

Boyal 4to., price 12«., 
ROWLAND BROWN'S VESPER DEW-DROPS, 

Music by Ricardo Linteb, Esq. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" Songs of Early Spring are very beautifUl."— /Uuifmoted Londtm, News. 

"Evidently the productions of a truly poetical mind." — Taifs Magazine. 

" Poems far above mediocrity."— TTeefcly Diqmtdi* 

" Delightful minor poems."— Aew« of the World, 

" ' Lily-leaves' exhibit the same freshness and purity of thought as < Songs 
of Early luring.' "—Dorset County Chronicle. 

" Everything in this bouquet of intellectual sweets is fresh and spring-like." 
—Weekly Times. 

" WarbUngs about bird, brook, and meadow, del^htful love-poems and son- 
nets, makhig a most pleasant miscellany."- iUftemmm. 

'* Eowland Brown's poems are far above average merit." — Critic. 

"Rowland Brown's prose writings contain much poetry. He eloquently 
describes the ' beauties ' in which he evidently delights."— PuZmon's Weddy 
Times. 



Ixxndon: a. GOULD & Co., 13, Bouverte Street^ E.C. 

Lyme Regis: DUNSTER'S MUSICAL LIBRARY. 



SSfi&e-- 



gCJtTi 



\? 



BOOKS 



fiBOOIBBIDGE AND SONS. 




LONDON: 
PATEHNOSTEE EOW. 



-e^^?? 







cO^ ' 



I 

M 



INDEX. 



PAOX 

Agriculture, Works oa 12 

Agidlar's (Grace) Work* I 

Aquarium, Works on 13 

Beattie's Minstrel 6 

Bacon's Essays 6 

Bee-keAper's Manual 12 

Books for the Young 17 

Bi^gfs Niffht and the Soul 2 

British Museum 18 

Byron, Gems from 16 

Byrne's FoPiBfl ~ 2 

Botanieal^Wesks ^ 11 

Bums's' Poeticar Works 16 

Coleridge's (S. i .) Letters 2 

■ ' ■ Poems 6 

Cabinet (the) CLissics 3 

Cbanning*s Essays 6 

Catechisms 26 

Colosseum, Flora of. 11 

Cowpei' 8 Poetical Works 3 

Chapone's (Mrs.) Letters 6 

CopWs (Esther) Cookery 29 

City Men and City Manners 8 

Crisis, History of 9 

Croeland's Lydia 6 

Deakin's (Dr.) Botanical Works 11 

Dawes' (Dean) Works 21 

Drawing, Works on 25 

Doyle (Martin), Works by 28 

Domehtic Economy 29 

Emigration, Works on 10 

Educational Works 23 

Essays and Sketchen 5 

Elizabetii ; or, the Exiles 3 

Evans's Facts, Failures, etc 8 

—~-^ Commercial Crisis 9 

Floriculture, Works on 4 

Fruit Culture, Works on 4 

Financial Works 8 

Falconer's Shipwreck 6 

Farm and Garden 12 

Ferns, Cultivation of 11 

Funds (the). Works on 9 

Fk>ral (the) World 4 

Garden Favourite:; 13 

Gardener's Dictionary 12 

Goldsmith's Poems and Essays 3 

Vicnr of Wakefield. . . 3 

Gray's Elegy, Illustrated 10 

Gems from tne Poi-ts, Illustrated 16 
Government (the) School Books 30 




VAOK 

Geographical Works 26 

Hibberd's (Shirley) Works 13 

Hemans (Mrs.), ucms from 16 

Irish (thejSchool Books 30 

Irving^s (Washington) Essays ... 6 
Johnstone's Woman's Preachings 6 

A Few out of Thousands 5 

Johnson's BasselajB 6 

Lamb (Charles), Tales by 6 

Lewis's Bomantic Tales 3 

Little's Self mod Self-saerifioe ... 6 

- - ■ ' Ahnost ....... ...»....^ 6 

-^— ' Quieksands , .,. 5 

Lowe's Ferns 11 

Longfellow, Gems from 16 

McEwen's Fruit Culture 4 

Matson's Poems 2 

Mason on Self Knowledge 6 

Milton's Poetical Works 3 

Microscope 18 

Mayo's Modd Lessons 27 

Miniature Classics 6 

Morris's (Eev. F. O.) Works... 16 
Moore (ThomuH), Gems from..... 16 

Natural Histor} 15 

Natural Philosophy 24 

O'Keeffe's Broken Sword 6 

Outline Maps 26 

Paul and Virginia 3 

Poetry 2 

Religious Works 7 

Beid on the Steiim Engine 18 

Sogers (Samuel), Gems from 16 

Rustic Adornments 13 

Scott's (Sir W.) Poetical Woiks 3 

Scripture Text Book 7 

Sha&speare, Philosophy of. 2 

Souvt St re's Family tfournal 6 

Steam Engine 18 

Stories for Children 20 

School Books 22 

Thomson's Seasons «. 9 

Thomson (Dr.) on the Eye 14 

Telescope 18 

Town (the) Garden 13 

Watts's Poems 2 

WuHon and Cotton's Angler 6 

Wordsworth, Gems from 16 

Young's Night Thoughts 6 

Young Naturalist's Library 19 



■^3^^ 






[ 



3 



■€^^ 



GBACE AGTJILAB'S WOBKS. 



NEW EDITIONS, ILLUSTItATED. 




z. 

HOME INFLUENCE. 

A TALE FOR MOTHERS AND DAUGHTERS. 
Fcap. 8vo, lUastrated, price 6«. Qd, 

THE MOTHER'S RECOMPENSE. 

A SEQUEL TO "HOME INFLUENCE." 
Fcap. 8vo, Illastrated, price 7«. 

in. 

WOMAN'S FRIENDSHIP. 

A STORY OF DOMESTIC LIFE. 
Fcap. Svo, lUustraied, price 6«. 0i. 

THE YALE OF CEDARS. 

OR, THE MARTYR. 
Fcap. 8yo, Illastrated, price Q$. 

THE DATS OF BRUCE. 

A STORY FROM SCOTTISH HISTORY. 
Fcap. 8to, Illustrated, price 7«. 6d, 

TT. 

HOME SCENES AND HEART STUDIES. 

TALES. 
Fcap. 8ro, Illiiatrated, price i>9» Qd. 

VII. 

THE WOMEN OF ISRAEL. 

CHARACTERS AND SKETCHES FROM THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 

Two vols., fcap. 8vo, price 12«. 



PBUSHED BX GUSOOMBBIDaiE A.ND SOITS. 



I 



C 2 ] 
POETRY. 



Grown 8vo, doth, price Qs., 

NIGHT AND THE SOUL, 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 

By J. STANYAN BIGG. 



Crown Sto, cloth, price 7$. 6d., 

POEMS. 

By WILLIAM TIDD MATSON. 



Foolscap 8to, cloth, price 2s. 6d., 

CLARE, THE GOLD SEEKER, 

THE ELFIN EEVEL, AND OTHEE POEMS. 
By JOHN GEORGE WATTS. 



FooLscap, cloth, price 2«. 6d, 

POEMS. 

By WILLIAM BYRNE. 
COLERIDGE. 

Post 8ro, cloth, price 6s., 
T "g m rp -p T> a 

CONVERSATIONS, AND RECOLLECTIONS 

0]> 

S. T. COLERIDGE. 

By THOMAS ALLSOP. 



8ro, cloth, price 18«., 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE PLAYS 

SHAKSPEARE. I 

By DELIA BACON. k 

PITBLISRED BT GROOMBBISaE UfD SONS. ^ 





[ 3 ] 
^b^ ^ 6="^^ 

CABINET CLASSICS. 

ILLUSTBATBD WITH VIQITETTE ENGBAYIITGS, 

♦ 

COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. 
Edited bj^. F. Cabbt. Complete in Two Yols., fcap. 8vo, doth, price 6s, 

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS, 

Edited by H. F. Cabby. Complete in Two Yols., fcap. 8vo, cloth, 

price &8. 

THOMSON'S SEASONS and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. 

Fcap. 8to, cloth, price 2s. 

GOLDSMITH'S POEMS AND ESSAYS. 
Fcap. Svo, cloth, price 2s» 

ADVENTURES OF ULYSSES. 
By Chablxs Lamb. Fcap. Svo, cloth, price 1«. Gd, 

MARMION. 
By Sib Walixb Scoxr. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price Is, 6tU 

LADY OF THE LAKE. 
By Sib Walteb Scott. Fcap. Svo, doth, price 1«. 6d, 

LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 
By Sib Walibb Scott. Fcap. 8to, cloth, price Is. Qd, 

ROKEBY. 
By Sib Waltbb Scott. Fcap. 8to, cloth, price Is. Qd. 

ROMANTIC TALES. 
By M. G. Lbwis. Fcap. 8to, doth, price 2s, 

ELIZABETH ; oe, the EXILES OF SIBERIA. 

Fcap. 8yo, cloth, price Is. 6d. 

PAUL AND VIRGINIA, ajtd thb INDIAN COTTAGE. 

Fcap. 8to, cloth, price Is. 6d, 

VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. 
By Oliybb Goldsmith. Fcap. 8to, doth, price 2s, 



FT7BLISHED BY GBOO^fBItlDGE AlfD SOKS. 
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FRUIT CULTURE. 



• 8td, doth, price 59., with nximeroas iHastratiaiB, 

THE APPLE, AND ITS VARIETIES; 

BSiira 

A History and Descriptian of the Yarieties of Apples cultiyaied 
in the Ghirdens and Orchards of Great Britain. 

By ROBERT HOaa, 

VICE-PRESIDENT OF THE BRITISH POMOLOGICAL SOCIETY, ETC. 



lUaatrated with coloured phite, price 1«. 6d., 

THE STRAWBERRY; 

FORCING Am OPEN-AIR CULTURE. 
Br aEORGE McEWEIT. 



Neariy ready, 

THE PEACH. 

By OEORGE MoEWEN. 



12mo, price 5«., 

THE PINE-APPLE; 

Its Cultivation ; and a detail of the Author's method of Growing 
the Yine and Cucumber in the same house. 

By JOSEPH HAMILTON. 



FLORICULTURE. 



With iUuatrations, plain and coloured, price 6«., in doth, 

THE ELORAL WORLD, 

AND GARDEN GUIDE. 

VOLUME I. 



"2 vols. 4to, cloth elegant, priee 38«., 

THE BEAUTIES OP THE ROSE. 

Illustrated with faithfully drawn and coloured portraits of the 
choicest Roses, with descriptire letter-press. 

By henry CURTIS. 




FITKLISHED BY GKOOMBBIDGE AND SONS. 
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ESSAYS ANDISKETCHES. 



Foolscap 8yo, cloth, price 2«., 



A WOMAN'S PKEACHINaS 




FOR 



WOMAN^S PRACTICE. 

IN VARIOUS PHASES OF FEMININE LIFE. 

By AUaUSTA JOHNSTONE. 



Foolscap 8vo, cloth, price 6»., 

A FEW OUT OF THOUSANDS ; 

THEIE SAYINGS AND DOINGS. 

By ATJaUSTA JOHNSTONE. 



TALES. 



Post 8to, cloth, price 6t. Qd,, 

SELF AND SELF-SACRI- 
FICE; or Nelly's Story. ByAN2fA 

LiSLR. 



Foolscap Sto, cloth, price 6«., , 

LYDIA. A Woman's Book. 
By Mks. Newtow Csoslabd. 



Post 8^0, dotb, price 6».6<2., 

ALMOST ; or, Crooked Ways. 
By AmrA Lisle. 



Post 8to, cloth, price 6«. Qd., 

QUICKSANDS. By Anna 

LXSLX. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, price f «. 6J., 

ETHEL. By Maeian James. 




Foolscap 8vo, cloth, 6«., 

THE BEOKEN SWORD. 
By Adelaide O'Khuvsb. 



Foolscap Sro, doth, price 09., 

LEAVES FROM A FAMILY 
JOUBNAL. By Emilb Sou- 
VESTBE. A delightfnl story, fall of 
1 he finest feelings of haman nature. 
Criticisms of this work describe it 
as a perfect picture of the hopes 
and fears, the trials and joys of one 
family ; while it amuses as a narra- 
tive it instructs insensibly. 



PTTBLISHSD BT GBOOUBBIBan: AITD SONS. 
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MINIATURE CLASSICS. 







Imperial 32mo, with Frontispiece. 

FALCONER. 
Price U. 6d., with Yigaetbe, 

THE SHIPWKECK, and 
other Poema. Bj Wxluax Fax*- 



BACON. 
Price Is. 6d., with Yignette, 

ESSAYS, MORAL, ECONO- 
MICAL, AND political. By 

FsAirois BA.COK, Baron of Veru- 
1am, Yiscount St. Alban, and Lord 
High Chancellor of England. 



JOHNSON. 
Price I«. 6d.f with Vignette, 

THE HISTORY OF RAS- 

SE LAS, Prince of Abyssinia. By 
Sakubl JoHKsoir, LL.D. 



GOLDSMITH. 
Price 1». 6<f., with Vignette, 

ESSAYS. By Olitee aouD- 
sxixH, M.B. 

Also, price Is. 6<f ., with Vignette, 

THE VICAR OF WAKE- 
FIELD. 

BEATTIE. 
Price 1«. 6d., with Vignette, 

THE MINSTREL, and other 
Poems. By Ji.mxs Bxattix, 
LL.D. 

WALTON AND COTTON. 
2 vols., price 3«., with Vignettes, 

THE COMPLETE AN- 
GLES ; or. Contemplative Man's 
Becreation. By Iza.ak Wi.LToir 
and Ckaxlsb Cottok. 

YOUNQ. 
Price 2t. 6rf., with Vignettes, 

NIGHT THOUGHTS, on 
Life, Death, and Immortality. By 
EswABD Young, D.D. 

CHANNING. 
Price 2s. Qd., with Vignettes, 

ESSAYS, Literary and Philo- 
sophical. By 'WiLUAU Ellsbly 
CaAXVuxQ, I).D. 



l3P 



coirsB. 

CHAPONE. 
Price Is. 6d., with Vignette, 

LETTERS ON THE IM- 
PROVEMENT OP THE MIND. 
By Mrs. Ceapokb. 

MASON. 
Price 1«. &/., with Vignette, 

SELF - KNOWLEDGE. A 

Treatise. Showing the natare 
and importance of that important 
science. By JoHir Masok, A.M. 

SCOTT. 
Price Is. 6rf., with Vignette, 

BALLADS AND LYRICAIi 
PIECES. By Sib Wai.tbk 
Scott. 

COLERIDGE. 
Price Is. 6d., with Vignette, 

THE ANCIENT MARINER, 
and other Poems. By S. T. CoLz- 

BIDOB. 

LAMB. 
Price 2s. 6d., with Vignettes, 

TALES FROM SHAK- 
SPEABE ; designed for the use 
of Young Persons. By Chablbs 
Lahb. 



IRVING. ^ 

Price Is. 6d., with Vignette, / ^ 

ESSAYS AND SKETCHES. vl( 
By WusHiNGTOir iBYiira. 




PUBLISHED BY aBOOMBBIDaE Ain> SONS. 
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12ino, oloth, price 1«. 6(2., 

SCRIPTUKE TEXT BOOK, 

FOR THE USE OF MINISTERS, TEACHERS, AND VISITORS 



l2mo, cloth, price Is. 6d., 

SCRIPTURE TREASURY, 

BEING THE SECOND PART OF THE SCRIPTURE TEXT BOOK. 




2 vols., price St. each, in cloth, 

EELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION, 

gw a 4?rahial£lr Stms of It^ssons for goong (ipjttrnr. 

By the Author of " Model Lessons." 
14 ToJs. ready, price 6$. each, continued in Monthly Farto, 

THE CHRISTIAN TREASURY, 

containing contributions from ministers and members of 

various evangelical denominations. 

Edited by the BEV. EORATIUS BONAR, D.D. 



3 Tols. 12mo, boards, price 12«., 

PLAIN SERMONS, 

^nac^ti^ in a 9illagje C^urc^. 

4 vols. 12mo, doth, price 22«., 

PLAIN LECTURES 

OITTHB 

GOSPEL ACCOEDINa TO ST. MATTHEW. 

By HON. AND REV. C. G. PERCEVAL. 



Svo, doth, price 9«., 

THE IRRATIONALISM OF INFIDELITY. 

A REPLY TO PHASES OF FAITH. 



;iO Tolnmes published, price £2 I9«., continued in Farts, 

THE PRESENT TESTIMONY. 

11/ In which the Church's Portion and the Hope of the Eing- 
/^ dom are sought to be Developed firom Soripture- 

PUBLISHED BY GBOOMBBIDaE AND SONS. 
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PRIZE ESSAY.-SOCJETY OF ARTS. 

Crown 8to, cloth, price 7m. 6J., 

THE NATIONAL DEBT, 

financially considered. 
By EDWAED CAPPS. 





Crown 8to, cloth, price \2»., 

FACTS, FAILUEES, AND FEAUDS; 

lltbtlatirnts — ^Jinanxml, Pettantik, Criminal. 

Bx D. MORIEE EVAJfS. 

Fcap. 8to, cloth, price 2«. Cd., 

CITY MEN AND CITY MANNERS; 

12mo, price 6»., 

THE LAW OF BANKERS' CHEQUES, 

LETTERS OF CREDIT, AND DRAUGHTS. 

By a. J. SHAW, SouciTOE. 

PostSvo, price 4«., • 

THE LAW OF BILLS OF EXCHANGE 

AND PROMISSORY NOTES. 
By STEWAET TOUENAY, Solicitob. 

Monthly, price 1$. Qi., 

THE BANKER'S MAGAZINE; 

JOURNAL OF THE MONEY MARKET, AND COMMERCIAL 

DIGEST. 

SrOy cloth, price 3». dd,, 

PRINCIPLES OF CUREENCT AND BANKING. 

By EICHAED HOENEE MILLS, A.M. 

8to, cloth, price 9«. 6(2., 

SKETCH OF THE HISTOET OF THE 

CURRENCY. 

By JAMES MACLABBST. 



PtrBLISHKO Br aBOOMBBIDGB JlSD SOKS. 
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THE CRISIS. 

Neatly ready, 

THE HISTQEY OF THE CBISIS, 

1857-1858- 

By D. MORIER EVANS, Author of « Eacti, Failures, and 

Frauds," etc. etc. 

This voliune will oontain a large amount of interesting^ information 
connected with the failures and progresaof Mercantile affairs since the panic 
of 1847-48, including the j>old diHCoyeries in California and Australia, their 
effects upon prices, etc., together with the Balance Sheets and Statements of 
the various suspended Firms. 



Post 8yo, cloth, price 3*., 

CAUSES AKD CONSEQUENCES 

OF 

THE MONETARY CRISIS. 

THE FUNDS. 

Foolscap Sto, cloth, price 28.€<2., 

HAKDY GUIDE 

TO 

SAFE INVESTMENTS. 

By GRESHAM OMMTJM. 

A Popular and Practical Treatise upon the Nature of Public Securities, and 
the course of Dealings pursued in the Funds, Foreign Stock, Bailway 
Shares, Joint-Stock Banks, Mines, etc. etc. Yaluable Information and 
Practical Hints are offered, with the view of enabling those who have 
Capital to spare to Invest in Legitimate and Dividend-returning 
larestanenta. 




Post 8vo, cloth, price 8«. 6d., 

PRACTICAL GUIDE 

FOR CONDUCTING TRANSACTIONS IN 

GOVERNMENT FUNDS. 

By ANTHONY MADDEES. 



P1TBLI8HXD BY GhBOOMBSIDOE AKD €aK0« 
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EMiCRATION 
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HOW TO EMIGRATE. 

A Cknnidete MmithJ for intending ColonistB, and for thoae wbo may 
assist ibem. By W, H. G. KnrasTOV. 18mo, cloth, price 2«. M, 



THE EMIGRANT'S HOME; 

OR, HOW TO SETTLE. 

A Story of Aastralian life for all^Classes, at Home and in the Colonies, 
W. H. G. KnrGBToa'. ISmo, cloth, price 2$. 6d. 




THE AUSTRALIAN COLONIES; 

Where they are, and How to Get to them. By HxirsT Cappsx. l2ino, 
sewed, price 64. 

THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE AND PORT NATAL ; 

Where they are, and How to Get to them. By HxxmT Capfxr, 12mo, 
sewed, price It. 

PRAYERS FOR THE USE OF EMIGRANTS AT SEA. 

12mo, sewed, price 6d, 



THE ASHBURTON PRIZES, 

For the Teaching of Common Things ; with the Questions at the lirst 
Examination, and a Preface by Lobd Ashbuktoxt. 12mo, price 3d, 



THE WORKING MAN'S GARDENER. 

Containing Directions for the Propagation, Planting, Pruning, and Training 
of Fruit Trees, and the Laying Out, Fencing, Draining, and General 
Management of a Cottage or Allotment Garden. By C. Tatlob. 12mo, 
price 1«. 



IRON AND COAL MASTERS' PRIZE SCHEME 

For the Enoouragement of Education in the Mining Districts, By the Bit* . k 

tj. P. NoBBis, H. M. Inspector of Schools. 12mo, price 6d, ( 
gP 




PTTBLUSED BT GBOOKBalDaX AITD SORB. 
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BRITISH BOTANY. 




Price, with the Plates Coloured, 4yoIb. 8vo, cloth gilt, £5: or with Plain 

Plates, £3 109., 

FLORIGRAPHIA BRITANNICA ; 

OR, ENGRAVINGS AND DESCRIPTIONS OF THE FLOWERING PLANTS 

AND FERNS OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

By RICHARD DEAKIN, M.D. 

" The Slastrations of this important work comprise 1,626 delineations of 
every known species of British Flowering Pluits and Ferns, arranged both 
according to the Linniean and Natural Systems/' 

Pcap. 8yo, doth, with Coloured Illustrations, price 7«. 6d., 

THE FLORA OF THE COLOSSEUM; 

OB, 

Descriptions of Four Hundred and Twenty Plants growing 
spontaneously upon the ruins of the Colosseum of Rome, 

By RICHARD DEAKIN, M.D. 



Post 8vo, cloth, price 4e., 

A DICTIONARY OF BOTANICAL TERMS, 

ILLUSTRATED BY NEARLY TWO HUNDRED WOODCUTS* 

By the rev. J. S. HENSLOW, M.A, 

F E RN S, 

Fcap. Svo, cloth, price 5g., 

A HAND-BOOK OF BRITISH FERNS, 

INTENDED AS A GUIDE AND COMPANION IN FERN CULTURE. 

By THOMAS MOORE, F.L.S. 

Third Edition, with nomeroas additions and new Illostrations, 



With Coloured Plates, rojsl 8to, doth, 

BRITISH AND EXOTIC FERNS; 

Scientific and Popular Descriptions of all the Cultivated Species, 
with Instructions for their Management. 

By E. J. LOWE, F.R.A.S., btc, etc., 

Vols. 1, 3, and 6, price 14«. each, Vols. 2 and 4, price 18». each, and Vol. 6, 

price 18«., are now ready. g 

FXTBLISHED BT GBOOUBItlDaB AVD BONS. 
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FARM AND GARDEN. 

♦ 

AORICnLTUEAL SCIENCE. / 

APPLIED IN PBACTICE. St 

Foimiog at once a Text Book and concise course of Scientific an<l ^ op^es- 
aive Instruction. By W. Wai.lacs Fyvb. 16mo, doth, price 2«. oa. 

THE aARDENER*S RECEIPT BOOK. 

By William Johss. 

Fourth Edition, much enlarged. Fcap. 8to, cloth, priee 28. 6d. 

A Treasury of interestinp^ Facts and Practical Information useful in Soiti- 
culture ; cvmprising the most eifectu:il methods for the destruction or re- 
moval of eyeiTrthin}? injurious to the Garden, with Preyentives and Cores 
for the Tarious Diseases of Piants, and perfect directions for the Freserra- 
tion of Trees, Fruits, and Flowers. 

THE BEE-KEEPER'S MANUAL. 

Practical Hints on the Management and complete Preservation of the 
Honey Bee. By Hbb^bt Taylob. Fifth Edition. Illustrated vnth €>ne 
Hundured Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, doth, price 4a, 

FARM AND GARDEN ESSAYS. 

Comprising Arable Land ; Annuals; Fruit Trees; Garden Frame; Poultry; 
Horse; Cattle; Greenhouse. 12mo, cloth, price 3«. 

THE CULTIVATED PLANTS OF THE FARM. 

Being complete Treatises on Wheat ; Vetches ; Turnips ; Beetroot ; Rye ; 
Cabbage; Carrot; Potato; Barley; Beans; Parsnips; Oats; Peas; Rape. 
By JoHK DoiTALDSOir. 12mo, cloth, price 3«. 6^. 

SHEEP.— A TREATISE ON SHEEP. 

The Best Means for their Improvement, Management, and Treatment of 
Diseases. By Aubbosb Blacklock. Thirteenth Edition; with Plates, 
plain and coloured. 18mo, cloth, price 39. 

THE FARMER'S AND COTTAGER'S GUIDE. 

Centonts : — Improrcments on the Land; Draining; Trenching; Manures; 
House-feeding Cattle; Botatiou of Crops; I'otatoes; Turnip; Mangel 
Wurzel ; Cabbage ; Parnnip ; Carrot ; Bape ; Artichoke and Grain Crops ; 
Flax; Kitchen and Fruit Gardens. By Alexandeb Cahfbbll, Horti- 
culturist to the National Board of Education, Ireland. New Edition, 
I2mo, sewed, price 6d. 

FLAX.— CULTIVATION AND MANAGEMENT. 
By J. H. DiOKsoir. 12mo, cloth, price Aa. 

NEW GARDENER'S DICTIONARY X 

Of Flowers, Fruits, Vegetables, Trees, and Shrubs, under an Alphabetical j 
Arrangement. By E. W. Plaite. Post 8vo, cloth gdt, price 5«. 




o 



FUBLISHED BY aSOrMBSISGE A^D SOKS. 
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SHIRLEY HIBBERD'S WORKS. 

♦ 

' ^ Second Edition, with I]lusir«tion9y plain and ooloored. Crown 8ro, dotii 
: > gilt, price 14«., 

RUSTIC ADORNMENTS 

FOE HOMES OF TA.STE. 

COMPBISINa 

The Home of Taate; !Fresh Water Aqnarinm; Waltonian Case; Aviary; 
Heasore Gkurden ; Water Scenery ; Fernery ; Summer Hoosea ; Yasea ; 
Marine Aquarium; Wardian dase; Floral Ornamenta; Bee-House; 
Garden Aquarium; Fountains; Rustic Work; TreUisaes, Baskets, 
Garden Seats, and Miaoellaneoim iCmbellishments of the Gwden. 

2. 
Fcap. 8vo, with numerous Engravings, cloth gilt, price 3«. 6<2., 

THE BOOK OF THE AQUARIUM. 

Practioal Instnictious on the Formation, Stocking, and Management in all 
Seasons, of Collections of Fresh Water and Marine Life. 

3. 

niuatrated with Thirteen Coloured Plates and numerous Woodcuts. Crown 

8to, cloth gilt, price 8«. 6<2. 

GARDEN FAVOURITES; 

THEIR HISTORY, PROPERTIES, CULTIVATION, PROPAGATION, AND 
^ GENEAAL MANAGEMENT IN ALL SEASONS. 

OOMFBIBINa 

The Banunculas; Carnation; Picotee; Pink; TuUp; Faohaiaf Auricula; 
Polyanthus; Primula; Hyacinth; Pansy; Plilox; Verbena; Petunia; 
Calceolaria; Cineraria; Geranium; Rose; Dahlia; Chrysanthemum. 

4. 

Second Edition, much enlarged. Fcap. 8to, cloth, with Illnstrations, 

price 3«. 6^. 

THE TOWN GARDEN. 

A MANUAL FOR THE MANAGEMENT OF C'.TY AMD SUBURBAN 

GARDENS. 
CoKTBirrs. — Taking a House, and Making a Garden — ^Ditrging, Draining, 
and Making of Walks — Planning and Lajnng-out — An Old Garden Bestorra 
—An Old Garden Re-modelled— Plans for Town Gardens — ^Preparations 
Essentials to Success — Trees and Shrubs — Roses— Herbaceous Border 
Flowers— Tuberous-Rooted. Perennials — Bulbous-Booted Flowers— Annuals 
and Biennials— Greenhouses— Pots and Frames — Pests of the Garden- 
Seasonal Work— Implements and Ornaments, and Copious Lists of yarions 
FUnts; Flowers, Trees, and Shrubs. 




\ 
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COMPANION TO THE BRIDGEWATER TREATISES. 

down 8to, \rith On Hsitbbbd TisoxjLTaaf, price 7«. Od., 

STRUOTUKE AND FUNCTIONS OF THE EYE, % 

ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE POWER, WISDOM, & GOODNESS OF GOD 

;By spencer THOMSON, M.D. 



)i 



Boyal 4Ao, haJf-bonnd, crimson xnorocco, price £2 6»., 

BRITISH GAME BIRDS AND WILD FOWL, 

ILLUSTRATED WITH SIXTY COLOURED PLATES. 

By BEVERLEY R. MORRIS, M.D. 



Svo, doth, niostrated. price 12«. 6d., 

THE PRACTICAL GRAZIER ; 

A TREATISE ON THE PROPER SELECTION AND MANAGEMENT 

OF LIVE STOCK. 

By ANDREW HENDERSON. 

WILLIAM KIDD'S WORKS. 



Price 8«., in cloth, 

THE BOOK OF BEITISH SONG BIEDS; 

Kl^rir ^alaral pistorjr, '§mn\i$, uxA habits. 

CHEAP "ILLUSTRATED" EDITIONS. 
Price One Shilling each, in Ornamental Covers. 

TREATISE on the CANARY ; with Rules for Breeding, 
Bearing, Feeding, Keeping, Taming, etc. Price 1». 

TREATISE on the GOLDFINCH, LINNET, BULLFINCH, 

and MULE-BIRDS. Price 1«. 
TREATISE on the NIGHTINGALE, BLACKCAP, and 

GARDEN WARBLER. Price 1». 

TREATISE on the BLACEJ3IRD and THRUSH TRIBES. 
Price If. 

TREATISE on the SKYLARK, WOODLARK, and ROBrN" 
Price 1». 

TREATISE on the AVIARY and its OCCUPANTS. Price 2*. 




■I 
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ILLUSTRATED. 

M In Six Volumes, Boyal 8vo, cloth gilt, price £5, / ( 

$ A HISTORY OF BRITISH BIRDS, J? 

With an Illustration of each Species, comprising in aU Thkeb Hvkdbbd 

Airn Sixty Colou&bd Plates. 

By the rev. F. O. MORRIS, B.A., 
Member of the Ashmolean Society. 



In Three Volumes, Boyal 8vo, cloth gilt, price £3 3*., 

THE NESTS AND EGGS OF BRITISH BIRDS. 

With Illustrations, comprising in all Two FxnrnBKD aitd Twbmtt-thebr 

COLOUBXD FL.ATBS. 

By the rev. F. O. MORRIS, B.A. 



In One Volume, Boyal 8vo, cloth gilt, price 20»., 

BRITISH BUTTERFLIES. 

With Coloured Illustrations of each Species, and separate Figures of the 

Male and Female. 

By the rev. F. O. MORRIS, B.A. 



In course of Publication, monthly, price 1«., each Part containing accurately 

Coloured Plates of Birds and Eggs, 

THE BIRDS OF EUROPE, 

NOT OBSERVED IN THE BRITISH ISLES. 

With Descriptions of the Generic and Specific Characters, Habits, Nidifioa- 

tion, and Localities of each Species. 

By 0. R. BREE, Esq. 




To be completed in about Twenty Monthly Parts, price 1«. each Part, con- 
taining Thbbe Coloubed Platbs, and several Wood Engrarings, 

BEAUTIFUL LEAVED PLANTS. 

Being a description of the most beautiful Ornamental Foliaged Plants in 

cultivation in this country. 

By E. J. LOWE, ESQ., F. R. A. S. 
Assisted by W. Howard, F.H.S. 

l^rSLISHED BY OBOOMBBIDGE AND SONS. 
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THE FAVOURITE EDITION OF BURNS- 

In One Yolume, fcap. 8ro, with Portraits, and Sixteen exquisite Tignette 

UlustratiODt on Steel, price 6«., 

POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS. 

WITH MEMOIR AND COPIOUS GLOSSARY. 



1. Portrait, with Autograph. 

2. Birthphice of Boms. 

3. Monument to Burns (Doon). 

4. Mausoleum of Burn't (Dumfries). 

5. Birks of Aberfeldy. 

6. The Field of Bannockbum. 

7. lincluden College. 

8. Braes of Ballochmyle. 
0. Town and Harbour of Ayr. 



10. Dumfries. 

11. Nithadslet 

12. Avr. 

13. ThePierofLeith. 

14. Coilsfield. 
16. Cukean Castle. 

16. Taymouth Castle. 

17. The Vision. 




GEMS FROM THE POETS.-ILLUSTRATED, 

Super rojal 8vo, price 2». 6d., 

GEMS FROM WORDSWORTH. SCOTT, 
BURNS, AND BRYANT. 

Printed on toned paper, with Four Plates, in colours. 



Super royal Bvo, price 2». 6<2., 

GEMS FROM ROGERS, MRS. HEMANS, 
EMERSON, AND COWPER. 

Printed on toned papw, with Four Hates, in colours. 



Super royal 8ro, price 2«.- 6(2., 

GEMS FROM MOORE, BYRON, LONG- 
FELLOW, AND WILSON. 

Printed oa toned paper, with Four Plates, in colours. 



Super royul 8to, prica 2«. 6d., 

GRAY'S ELEGY, 

WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCHYARD, 
Printed on toned paper, with Four Plates, in colours. 




Super royal 8to, price 2«. 6d., 

GOLDSMITH'S DESERTED VITjLAGE. 

Printed on toned paper, with Four Plates, in colours. 
PUBLISHED BY GBOOMBBIDGE AND SONS. 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 3»., 

THE AMYOTTS' HOME; 



',{ 



I 



16mo, cloth, price Is. Qd., 

LE PETIT EIMETJE. 

f renoh and EDglish Words and Sentences in Bhyme for Children. With 

Woodcuts. 



18mo, cloth, price la. 4(f., 

HOLIDAY 8T0EIES FOE YOIJNa EEADEES. 

By LUCY AIKIN. 



PICTUEE POETEOLIOS. 

I. Beautiful Birds, Eight Coloured Plates in Portfolio, price 1», 6d. 

II. Wonderful Insects. Eight Coloured Plates in Portfolio, price 1*. 6d. 

III. ComparatiTe Sizes of Birds. Eight Coloured Plates in Portfolio, 
price 1«. 6d. 

16mo, cloth antique, price 2«., 

PEOVEEBS AND PEECEPTS EROM THE 

BIBLE. 



16mo, cloth, priee 1«., 

THE aOOD BOY HENEY; 

OR, THE YOUNG CHILD'S BOOK OF MANNERS. 

By JOHN INORAM LOCKHART. 



) 



) 



s 

OR, LrFE IN CHILDHOOD. O 

By the Author of " Tales that might be True." 

Ecap. 8vo, cloth, price 3«., 

OLDEE AND WISEE; 

OR, STEPS INTO LIFE. 
A Sequel to "The Amyotts' Home." 

16mo, cloth gilt, price 2s. Bd., 

SOMETHING NEW FEOM THE STOEY 

GAEDEN. 

Brought by Sister for Ida, Agnes, and Ernie. 
18mo, cloth, price 2«., 

LABOUE STANDS ON GOLDEN EEET. 

a holiday story, 
By HEINRICH ZSCHOKKE. 



PUBLISHED BY aBOOMBBTDGE ASD SONS. 
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FOR YOUNG STUDENTS. 




HOW TO SEE THE BRITISH MUSEUM. 

By W. Blaitohau) Jkrbou). In a pocket yolome, price 2t. 9d, 

SCRIPTURE QUADRUPEDS. 

A Detoription of the Animnlg mentioned in the Bible. Illastrated ytith. 
Tfairt7--one Coloured Plates. Imperial 16mo, cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

SCRIPTURE BIRDS. 

A Companion Yolnme to Scripture Quadrupeds. Illustrated with Thiity-ime 
Coloured Plates. Imperial 16mo, cloth, price 3«. 6d. 

THE SEA-SIDE LESSON BOOK; 

Or, the Common Things of the Sea Coast. By H. G. Adaicb. Yfiih. 
Illustrations, 18mo, cloth, price 1«. 6d, 

THE STEAM ENGINE; 

Its Construction, Action, and History. By Hugo Bbid. Illustrated with 
Forty Engravings, fcap. 8to, cloth, price 4«. 6d. 



MICROSCOPE. 

Imperial 16mo, cloth gilt, price 3«. 6d., 

A WOULD OF WONDERS, 

By the HON. MRS. WARD. 

ILLUSTRATED WITH COLOURED PLATES, DELINEATING ONE 
HUNDRED AND THIRTY MICROSCOPIC OBJECTS. 



TELESCOPE. 

Nearly ready, with Coloured Plates, 

TELESCOPE TEACHINGS; 

A FAMIIiIAB SKETCH OF ASTBONOMIOAIi 

DISCOVEBY. 

By the HON. MRS. WARD. 



FTTBUSHED BY GROOHBBIDGE AND 80KS. 
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YOUNG NATURALIST'S LIBRARY. 




EsiTBD BY H. G-. ADAMS. 
THE NESTS AND EGGS OF FAMILIAR BIRDS. 

First and Second Series, each illustrated with Eight Plates, delineating 
Eighty-six figures of Eggs drawn and Coloured firom If ature. 16mo, sewed, 
pnce 1«. ; or in cloth. Is. 64. each Tolume. 

BEAUTIFUL BUTTERFLIES. 

Containing the History of a Butterfly through all its changes and trans- 
formations. With Eight Coloured Plates. 16nio, sewed, price 1«. ; or in 
cloth, 1«. 6d. 

BEAUTIFUL SHELLS. 

Their Nature, Structure, and Uses Familiarly explained. With^ Eight 
Coloured Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings. 16mo, sewed, price 1«. ; 
or in cloth, 1«. 6d. 

HUMMING BIRDS. 

Described and Illustrated ; and an Introductory Sketch on their Structure, 
Plumage, etc. With Eight Coloured Plates and Woodcuts. 16mo, sewed, 
price 1». ; or in cloth, la. 6d. 

FAVOURITE SONG BIRDS. 

A Description of the Feathered Songsters of Britain, with an Account of 
their Habits, Haunts, and Characteristic Truts. By H. G. Adams. Illus- 
trated with Twelve Coloured Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price 8«. 6d, 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A GOSSAMER SPIDER. 

His Adventures and Beflections, forming a Key to the Habits and Economy 
of the whole Spider Tribe. By Michasl Wsstcott. With an Introduction 
by WiLLiAX Kids of Hammersmith. 12mo, price 6d. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A WHITE CABBAGE 

BUTTERFLY. 

By Michael Wbstcott, with a few Introductory Bemarks by Bbtbblbt 
B. MoBBiB, Esq., M.D. 12mo, price 6d. 

BIBLE NATURAL HISTORY. 

A Description of the Quadrupeds, Birds, Trees, Plants, Insects, etc., men- 
tioned in the Holv Scriptures. By the Bev. F. O. Mobbis, B.A. Illus- 
trated with 160 Coloured Engravings. Imp. 16mo, cloth, gilt, price 10«. 6d, 

BOOK OF NATURAL HISTORY. 

IlltiBtrated with 160 Coloured Plates of Animals and Birds. Imp. ISmo, 
cloth, gUt, price 10«. Gd, 




PUBLISHED BY GBOOMBBIDaS AND SOKB. 
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WORKS BY RICHARD DAWE9, 



DEAN OF HEREFORD. 




SUaGESTITE HINTS TOWARDS IMPROVED SEOU- 
liAR INSTRUCTION ; making it bear upon Practical Life. Intended 
for the use of Schoolmaster:* and Teachers' in oar Elementary Schools. 
Seventh Edition, fcap., cloth, xirice 2s. 3d. 

IMPROVED AND SELE-PATINO SYSTEM OE NA- 
TIONAL EDTJCA.TION. Suggested from the Working of a Village 
School in Hampshire. 18mo, price Sd. 

REMARKS ON THE PLANS OF THE COMMITTEE OF 
COUNCIL ON EDUCATION. 8yo, price is. 

SCHOOLS, AND OTHER SIMILAR INSTITUTIONS FOR 
THE INDUSTRIAL CLASSES. 12mo, price 4d. 

TEACHING OF COMMON THIXaS. 12mo, price 6d. 

« 

MECHANICS' INSTITUTES AND POPULAR EDUCA- 
TION. 12mo, price 6d. 

THE EVILS OP INDISCRIMINATE CHARITY, and of a 
careless Administration of Fands left for Gharitftble Purposes. A 
Sermon. 8to, price 1». 

EFFECTIVE PRIMARY INSTRUCTION, the only sure road 
to success in the Reading Room, Library, and Institutes for Secondary 
Instruction. 12mo, price 1«. 

LESSONS ON THE PHENOMENA OF INDUSTRIAL LIFE, 

and the Conditions of Industrial Success. Edited br RICHARD 
DAWES, Dean of Hereford. Second Edition, fcap., cloth, price 2«. 



MANUAL OF EDUCATIONAL REQUIREMENTS 

8«ry for the Ciril Service. 12mo, price 8d. 

Ck ACCOUNT OF KINGS' SOMBORNB SCHOOL. Extracted, ^ 
. k with pernussion, from the Rev. ITenry Moseley's Report, published in > .• 

(-j tlie Minutes of tlie Council on Education. 12mo, price 3d, "<• j 

PUBLISHED BY OBOOMBBIDGB AND SONS. 
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^ APPROVED SCHOOL BOOKS, 

< ? INTRODUCTORY LESSONS IN THE FRENCH \ ^ 

LANGUAGE. 

With a Series of Exercises. Bj C. J. Dxlxllx, Seoand Edition, 12mo, 
doth, price 1«. 6d, 

ELEMENTARY LATIN EXERCISES. 

Intended to fflostrate, by easj and appropriate Examples, the Accidence of 
the Eton Grammar, and the more common Soles of Syntax. By M. ThokVo 
BOBROW. EigfaUi Edition, 12mo, cloth, price 1«. 6d. 

THE GERMAN FIRST BOOK ; 

Or Conyenations and Dialognes for the Use of Schools. By Mowus 
MxBHVAirit. 12mo, doth, price 1«. 6d, 

COMMON THINGS MADE PLAIN. 

A Lesson Book on Sabjeots familiar to Erery-day Life. By Jaxbs Mbkzixs. 
Neir Edition, 18mo, cloth, price 1«. 4d, 

THE GEOGRAPHICAL READING BOOK. 

A Series of Inductive Lessons in G^ojrraphy. By Thomas CBAMPToa' and 
Thomas Turitxb. 16mo, doth, price id. 

FIRST ENGLISH READING BOOK. 

A Series of Lessons on Home, Schod, and Things out of Doors. Bj 
Thoxab CaAKPTOxr and Thokas Tvbitbr. 18mo, doth, price 8d, 

THE TEACHER'S MANUAL. 

For Infant Schools and fPreparatory'Classes. By Thomas Urbt Youkg. 
Sanctioned by the Commissioners of Ifational Education in Irdand. 12mo» 
doth, price 3*. 

MEMORY LESSONS FOR HOME WORK. 

Designed to afford Evening Occupation for Pupils. Arranged for a Coarse 
of Six Months. By T. B. Mabbisos anb Hbitbt Wash. 18mo, sewed, 
price 4(f. 

ELEMENTARY GRAMMAR. 

For the Use of Village Schools. By the Hon. and Ber. SAinJBL Bb8T. 
18mo, sewed, price dd. 



PUBLISHED BT GBOOUBSIDGE AND SONS. 
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SCHOOL BOOKS BY RICHARD BITHELL. 

—4 



A HALF-YEARLY COURSE OF READING LESSONS 

IN ENGLISH HISTORY. 

(three per week.) 

Forming a Ccxnpendiam of the nistory of England, from the earliest period 
to the present time. 18mo, cloth, price la. 

SPELLING TAUGHT BY TRANSCRIBING AND 

DICTATION. 

In a Series of Exercises, especialW* adapted for Home Work, in connection 
with the instruction eiven in National, British, and other Elementary 
Schools. 18mo, sewed, price 4i. 

LESSONS AND EXERCISES IN SINGING, 
For Primary Schools of every grade. 12mo, sewed, price 1«. 

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY. 

For Schools uid Workmen. With IIlastratiTe Diagrams. By Hobacs 
Gbakx. 12mo, cloth, price 1«. 6</. 

THE POETRY OF GEOGRAPHY. 

A Journey ronnd the Globe ; in which factf< are made familiar to the minds 
of dl. By Fbtbb Litikgstox. Illustrated with a Map. 12mo, price 2«. 6d. 

THE GARLAND; 

Or, Toetry for Childhood and Youth. 18mo, cloth, price dd, 

THE ADULT LEARNER' S FIRST BOOK. 

An easy introductibn to the Beading of the Holy Scriptures* By a Clxr- 
GTiCAir OF THK Church OF Ekoland. 12mo, price 8d, 

OUTLINES OF EUROPEAN HISTORY, 
From the Earliest Times. By F. Thobpb, 12mo, cloth, price 2t. 6d, 

THE PHARMACEUTICAL LATIN GRAMMAR. 

An Easy Introduction to Medical Latin, the London Pharmacopoeia, and the 
perusal of Physicians' Prescriptions. By ARBorjD Jamks Coolbt. 12mo, 
cloth, price 6«. 

SELF-CULTURE AND THE ELEVATION OF THE 

WORKING CLASSES. 

By Db. Cajivviva. 18mo, cloth, price 1«. 




FUBLISHBD BY GBOOMBBIDGE AKD SONS* 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. 




By W. & A. K. JOHNSTON, 
Qeogrmphen aad Eogrsren to the Qneen. n 



I 



1. PROPERTIES OF BO- 
DIES, 37 Diagrams and Descrip- 
tive Book. 

2. MECHANICAL POWERS, 
47 Diagmiu and DescriptiTe 
Book. 

3. HYDROSTATICS, 28 Dia- 
grama and Deicriptive Book. 



i 

4. HYDRAULICS, 27 Dia- V 

vpamna anil TkaaonnHva ItriAlr t' 



grams and DemTiptire Book. 

5. HUMAN ANATOMY and 
PHYSIOLOGY. Plate 1. 27 
Diagramfl and Descriptire Book. 

6. HUMAN ANATOMY and 
PHYSIOLOGY. Plate 2. 42 
Diagrstms and Descriptire Boc^. 



7. THE STEAM ENGINE, with Descriptive Book. 

%* The aboTe Coloured and Mounted on Cloth and Rollers, lOt.; Tar- 
nished, 128. 



Fcap. 8to, cloth, price 2«., 

AJTIMAIi AKD VEGETABLE SUB- 

STANCES 

u8ed in the arts and manufactures. 
By T. E. dexter. 



Feap. 8to, elotb, price it., 

MINERAL SUBSTANCES, 

used in the arts and manufactures. 
By T. E. dexter. 



Printed <m Large Sheets, price 1«. the Set, 

SCHOOL TABLETS FOR. LARGE 

CLASSES. 

By W. B. TEGETMEIER. 

1. Speoiflc Grarities. I 2. Teniperatores. 

3. Diitgram of Thermometer. 

Boyal 4to, half-bound, price 4s. 6i., 
A New Series of 

OUTLINE MAPS. 

With JUnstrations of the Mariner's Compass and Solar System. With 

Tabular and Explanatory Notes. 

By J. G. FLEMING, 
Inspector of Irish National Schools. 



PtTBLIBHID BY OROOMBBIDaE AND SONS! 
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DRAWING. 

8T0y cloth, -with 240 IlluatratioDS, price 7«., 

DRAWING FROM OBJECTS. 

Lessons on Linear Drawing, given at the Home and Colonial Schools. By 
Hammah Boltoit. 

Imperial foho, plates, price 7«. 6(2., 

A FIRST DRAWING BOOK 

A Walk through a House, shown hj Scenes in the Journey. By Havvab 

BOLTOK. 




OUTLINE MAPS. 

A series of 17, price 2«. the set, in 
ornamental envelope. 

1. Map of the World. 

2. Chart of the World (Meicator}. 
8. Europe. 

4. Asia. 

5. Africa. 

6. North America. 

7. South America. 

8. Canada and United States. 

9. West Indies. 

10. Hindostan. 

11. England and Wales. 

12. Scotland. 

13. Ireland. 

14. Canaan and Holy Land. 

15. GraeciaAntiqna. 

16. Romanum Imperium. 

17. Italia Antiqua. 



BLANK PROJECTIONS. 

A series of 17, price 2«. the set, in 
ornamental envelope. 

1. Map of the World. 

2. Chart of the World (Mcrc«tor)« 

3. Europe. 

4. Asia. 
A. Africa. 

6. North America. 

7. South America. 

8. Canada and United Stotea. 

9. West Indies. 

10. Hindostan. 

11. England and Wales. 

12. Scotland. 

13. Ireland. 

14. Canaan and 1 toly Land.. 

15. OrsciaAntiq la. 

16. Bomanum Imperium. 

17. Italia Antiqua. 



OUTLINE MAPS. 
Series for Junior Classes in Schoob. Ecap. 4te, sewed, prioe 1», tdt 

CHILD'S MODERN ATLAS. 
With Descriptive Letter Press. Fcap. 4to, price 6«. 

GROOMBRIDGE'S SHILLING ATLAS. 

To lUt^Btrate all Geographies. Bi^ht Maps ; with an Index of the Tii t t i tmlfm 
and Longitudes of 2,l0O Places. Ecap., price If. 

GILBERTS GEOGRAPHY FOR FAMILIES AND SCHOOLS. 

In addition to the usual Maps, will be found Bepresentations of the 
Meiattajiis and Waterfulla — Principal Bivers— Lakes — Solar System*-^ 
4naisiit World— Projections of Maps, etc. ete. Price 3«. 6d.. oolowed. 




PUmJSHED BT GBOOMBaiDaE AKD BOKS. 
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ELEMENTARY CATECHISMS 

Vl 

HOME AND SCHOOL. 

SANITATION THE MEASS OF HEALTH. ISmo, price W. 

BISTORT OF ENGLAND. ISmo, price id. 

QABDENIKG. ISmo, price id. 

GEOGEAFHT. First Lessoiu. ISmo, price id. 

ENGLISH GBAMUAR. ISmo, price *d. 

COTTAGE FARMING. 18mo, price id. 

DOMESTIC ECONOMT. Double Siie. ISmo, price Sd. 

BRITISH EMPIRE. ISmo, price U. 

PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY. Dooblo Site. ISmo, price Sd. 

FIRST STEPS TO KNOWLEDGE. ISmo, price id. 

BIBLE GEOGRAPHY. ISmo, price id. 

SACRED HISTORY. ISmo, price id. 



■WORK; THE LAW OF GOD, THE LOT OF MAN. 




itingto 
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AIDS TO REPORTING; or, the Student's Guide to Press 
Occupstioii. By A Pakliaxkittabt YfTXXAK. Imp. 32mo, doth, 
price 1«. 

ODELL'S SYSTEM OF SHORT-HAND. By which the 
nature of taking down Sermons, Lectores, Trials, Speeches, etc., may 
be acquired in a few Hours, without the Aid of a Master, l&no, price 

SUPPLEMENT TO ODELL'S SYSTEM; containing Ex- 
ercises and other Useful Information, for the use of those who wish to 
further perfect themselyes in the ^t of Short-hand Writing. 16mo, 
prices^. 

THE BEGINNER'S ALGEBRA; containing nearly Twelve 
Hundred Examples. By John Bbtnouds, L.C.P. Fcap. 8to, doth, 
price 2«. 

PRECEPTOR'S MANUAL of Questions and Exercises in 
Arithmetic, for Colleotiye Teaching, or for the Examination of Classes. 
By BiCHAXD C. Dbitxb, L.C.F. 12mo, cloth, price 3«. 6i. 

HINTS ON ARITHMETIC, addressed to a Young Governess. 
By Lady Yxbnxy. 18mo, doth, price 6J. 

THE DECIMAL SYSTEM, as applied to the Coinage and 
Weights and Measures of Great Britain. 12mo, doth, price 1«. 6<f . 

PRACTICAL REMARKS ON INFANT EDUCATION. By 
the Bev. Db. and Miss M1.T0. 12mo, cloth, price 1«. Qd, 

MODEL LESSONS FOR INFANT SCHOOL TEACHERS. 
By Miss M)lto. Fart I., price 2«. Qd, Farts II. and IIL, price 2«. 
each, in cloth. 

GRADUATED COURSE OF INSTRUCTION for Infant 

Schools and Nurseries. 12mo, cloth, price 1<. M, 

INFANT SCHOOL MANUAL of the Home and Colonial 
Schod Sodety. 12mo, cloth, price 2$. 6d. 

INFORMATION ON COMMON OBJECTS, for use in Schools. 
By W. B. Tbgxtkkijcb. 12mo, doth, price 2s. 6d« 

APOSTOLIC MISSIONS ; or, The Sacred History enlarged and 
combined with the Apostolical Epistles, and with Contemporary Secular 
History. With a Map iUnstrative of Saint Paul's Travels, and a copious 
Chronological Table on a new pkui. By the Bey. J. H. JSabxsb, M.A. 
Fcap. 8to, cloth, price 4». 6d. 



PUBLISHED BY GROOMBBIDG^E AND SONS. 
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ELEMENTARY SCHOOL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. • In 
Three Parts. By J. J. Farkhak. Part I. From the British Period 
to Richard III. Part II., from Hem^ YII. to James II. Part III., 
in the PreMt. Price Sd. each. 

HISTORY OF ROME, from the Earliest Period to the Death 
of Vespasian. By W. C. MACSBBMorr, Esq. 12mo, doth, pitoe 2»» 6d, 

THE VILLAGE LESSON BOOK, FOR BOYS. By Mabtdi 
DoYLS. 18mo, doth, price 6i. 

THE VILLAGE LESSON BOOK, FOR GIRLS. By Mabtik 
Do VLB. 18mo, cloth, price 6J, 

THE PROTESTANT CATECHISM. By the Very^RcT. 
DjiiriBL Bagot, Dean of Dromore. 12mo, price 6d. 

HYMNS FOR SCHOOLS. Selected by the Rev. Richakd 
Habtbt, M.A., Rector of St. Mary's, Homaey^ and Ch^plun in 
Ordinary to the Qaeen. 18mo, price Oii. 

A FEW HYMNS AND SPIRITUAL SONGS. Selected 1866. 
82mo, doth, price 9d., and 1<. inroaa. 

HYMNS COMPOSED ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. By 

JosBFH Habt, late Minister of the GhMpel in Jewin Street. (Fovrfer's 
Edition.) 18mo, large type, price 2a. in doth. 

HYMNS AND POETRY, for the Use of lafant Schools and 
Families. 12mo, doth, price 3s. 

CATECHISM ON THE MAP OF THE HOLY LAND. Price 
4i. Also, the following, by the same Author : — 

INSTRUCTIONS FOR THE YOUNG, on the Festivals and 
Fasts. Price M. 

HOLY BAPTISM. Price Sd, 

LESSONS ON ST. PAUL'S TRAVELS. Price id. 

PLAIN INSTRUCTIONS for Children in Day Schools. On a 
sheet, price 2d, 

THE LIFE OF ABRAHAM. Price id, 

THE TEACHER'S DIFFICULTIES. By J. P. Nowus, M Jl., ( ' 
H. M. Inspector of Schools. 12mo, price id, \ 

C 
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DOMESTIC ECONOMY AND HOUSEHOLD 

MATTERS. 




■•♦•■ 



I 



COTTAGE COOKERY. 

The Complete Cottage Cookery. By Esthbs Coplby. Tenth Edition, 

ISino, cloth, price 1«. 

ART OF GOOD AND CHEAP COOKERY 

For the Working Classes. Price 3^. 

A WORD TO PARENTS, NURSES, AND 

CHILDREN, 

On the Bearing and Management of Children. By Estiesb Covlst. 

l&no, cloth, price la. 

LESSONS ON HOUSEWIFERY. 

For the use of Industrial Schools and Cottagers' Families. By JoBN 
Whitb, M.B.C.S. 18mo, doth, price 9d. 

DOMESTIC HAPPINESS, 

Politeness, and GK>od Breeding. By O. E. Sabqznt. 18mo, cloth, price 1«. Qd. 

OUR BOYS: 

What AaH we do with them ? By G. E. Sabouti. 18mo, oloth, price 1<. 

MORALITIES FOR HOME. 

By G. £, Sabgbztt. ISmo, cloth, price 1«. ■ 

GOOD TIMES: 

The Sarings-Bank and the Fireside. 12mo, price 4d, 

MANUAL OF DOMESTIC ECONOMY. 

With Hints on Domestic Medicine and Surgery. Prepared at the sugges- 
tion of the Rer. F. C. Cook, H. M. Inspector of Schools. By W. B. 
Tboxtmbieb. 12aio, clotk, price Is. 6d. 

THE ECONOMIC HOUSEKEEPING BOOK, 

For Fifty-Two Weeks. Adapted for any year, and for beginning at any time 

in the year. I'rice 1«. 

THE WORKING MAN'S HOUSEKEEPING 

BOOK, 

On a similar plan, but smaller in »ize. Price 6d. 
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SCHOOL BOOKS AND MAPS, 



Second ditto 
Sequel to ditto 
Ditto ditto 

Third Book of Letsont. 
Fourth ditto 



PUBLISHED BT AVTHOBITT OF THB 

IBISH NATION All BOABD OF £X>nCATIOir.« 

First Book of Lessons ]8mo, wrapper ^ 

ISmo, cloth 

No. 1. 18mo, cloth 

No. 2. l^Smo, cloth O 

12mo, cloth 

12mo, cloth O 

Supplement to the Fourtli Book. ISrao, cloth 

Fifth Book of Lessons. 12ino, cloth O 

Reading Book for Female Schools. 12mo, cloth 

Biographical Sketches of the British i'oets. l2mo, cloth 1 

Selections from the British Poets. Vol. 1. 12mo. cloth 1 

Ditto ditto Vol. 2. 12mo, cloth 1 

Introduction to the Art of Reading. 12mo, cloth O 

Epitome of Geography. 12mo, cloth 1 

Compendium of Geography, 18mo, cloth 

English Grammar. 18mo, cloth ^.., ^ 

Key to ditto. 18mo,nnipper 

First Book of Arithmetic. 18mo, cloth 

Key to ditto. 18mo, cloth , 

Arithmetic in Theory und Practice. 12mo, cloth 

Key to ditto. 12mo, cloth 1 

Elements of Book-keeping. 12mo, cloth 

Key to ditto. 12mo, cloth 

Elements of Geometry. l2mo, cloth 

Mensuration, Gauging, Land Sarveying, etc. 12mo, cloth 

Appendix to ditto. 12mo, cloth > 

Natural Philosophy and Chemistry. 8vo. cloth 8 

Scripture Lessons, Old Testament, No. 1. 12mo, cloth 

Ditto Ditto No. 2. 12mo, cloth 

Ditto New Testament, No, 1. limo, cloth 

Ditto Ditto No. 2. 12mo, cloth 

Sacred Poetry. 18mo, wrapper 

Agricultural Glass Book. TJmo, cloth 

Farm Account Book. 4to, half-bound 1 

Treatise on Needlework. Small 4to, half-bound 2 

Tablet Lessons, Spelling and Beading, 33 Sheets 

Ditto ditto Mountedon 17 Pasteboards... 6 

Ditto Arithmetic 60 Sheets 1 

Ditto ditto Mounted on 30 Pasteboards 11 

Arithmetical Table Books, 32mo, wrapper ., 

Copy Lines, all the Gradations, Six Sheets 1 

MAPS, COLOURED, MOUNTED ON CANVAS & ROLLERS 



^ 





d. 

2* 

4 
4 
8 
9 
lO 
9 
9 

O 
O 
7 
2 
4 
4 
1 
4 
4 
9 
O 
6 
4 
4 
7 
6 
6 
5 
5 
5 
5 

I* 
8 

6 


10 
6 
8 
6 

Of 
1 



ft, in, fi, in, $. d. 

The World 6 8 by 8 6...16 

Europe 6 8 ... 4 4. ..12 

Asia 5 8 .. 4 4...12 

AiHca 4 4 ... ft 8...12 

America 4 4 ... 5 8. ..12 

England 4 4 ... 6 8.. .12 

Scotland 5 4 ... 6 8. ..12 

Ireland 4 4 ... 5 8...12 

Australia 5 8 .. 4 4. .12 

G^logical Map of the British Isles 4 4 ... 6 8...16 

GROOMBRIDaE & SONS, London. 

' ' '** Oovemment Board qf Edueaiion for a Quarter of a Century, 
LIBERAL ALLOWANCE TO SCHOOLS. 



ft. in. 

Pacific Ocean.. 6 8 . 

United States.. 5 8 . 

Canada 6 8 . 

ScriptureWorld5 8 . 

Palestine 4 4 . 

India 4 4 . 

British Isles ... 7 4 , 

British Isles ... 4 4 . 
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Thomas Uarrild, Priattr, SalUbur/ S<ittai«, Fleet Street. 
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